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To  my  LADY  B— — 

«  Madam, 

Ho  I  never  had  the  Honour  to  receive  a  Favour  from 
you ,  nay ,  or  le  known  to  you ,  /  the  confidence  of 
an  Author  to  write  to  you  a  Qiiliet  doux  Dedicatory  %  •* 

which  is  no  new  thing,  for  hy  moft  Dedications  it  ap¬ 
pears,  that  Authors ,  though  they  praife  their  Patrons  from  top  to 
toe ,  and  feem  to  turn  'em  infide  out ,  know  ’em  as  little  as  fome - 
times  their  Patrons  their  Books,  tho  they  read  them  out ;  and  if 
the  Poetical  Daubers  did  not  write  the  Name  of  the  Manor  Wo¬ 
man  on  top  of  the  Fifture ,  ’twere  impojfible  to  guefs  whofe  it  were. 

But  you ,  Madam ,  without  the  help  of  a  Poet,  have  made  your  felf 
known  and  famous  in  the  World ;  and  becaufe  you  do  not  want  it9 
are  therefore  moft  worthy  an  Epiflle  Dedicatory .  And  this  Play 
claims  naturally  your  Protection,  fince  it  has  lojl  its  Reputation 
with  the  Ladies  of  firiBer  lives  in  the  Play~houfe ;  and  { you 
know )  when  Mens  Endeavours  are  d if  count  enanc  d  and  refus’d \ 
by  the  nice  coy  Women  of  Honour ,  they  come  to  you ,  To  you  the 
Great  and  Noble  Patronejs  cf  rejelled  and  bafbful  Men ,  of  which 
number  I  profefs  my  felf  to  be  one ,  though  a  Poet ,  a  Dedica-i 
ting  Poet :  To  you  I  fay ,  Madam,  who  have  as  difcerning  a 
judgment,  in  what’s  ohjcene  or  not ,  as  any  quick-fighted  civil 
P  erf  on  cf  ’em  all,  and  can  make  as  much  of  a  double  meaning 
faying  as  the  befi  of  ’em ;  yet  would  not,  as  fome  do,  make  non* 
fenje  cf  a  Poet  s  Jeft,  rather  than  not  make  it  baudy  :  by 
which  they  fhew  they  as  little  value  Wit  in  a  Play ,  as  in  a  Lover , 
provided  they  can  bring  t  other  thing  about.  Their  fenfe  indeed 
lies  all  one  way,  and  therefore  are  only  for  that  in  a  Poet  which 
is  moving,  as  they  fay ;  But  what  do  they  mean  by  that  word 
moving  ?  Well,  1  mufi  not  put  ’em  to  the  blujh,  fince  /  find  I  can 
do’t.  In  jhort.  Madam ,  you  woud  not  be  one  cf  thofe  who  ravijh 
a  Poet’s  innocent  words ,  and  make  ’em  guilty  of  their  own  naugh • 
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tinefs  (as  ’tis  term d )  in  fpight  of  his  teeth  ;  nay,  nothing  is 
fecure  from  the  power  of  their  imagination  j  no>  not  their  Hus¬ 
bands,  whom  they  Cuckold  with  themfelves,  by  thinking  of  other 
men ,  and  fo  make  the  lawful  matrimonial  • embraces  Adultery ; 
wrong  Husbands  and  Poets  in  thought  and  word ,  to  keep  their 
own  Reputations  ;  but  your  Ladyfpips  juft  ice,  I  know ,  wou’d  think 
a  Woman  s  Arraigning  and  Damning  a  Poet  for  her  own  obfcenity , 
like  her  crying  out  a  Rape ,  and  hunting  a  Alan  for  giving  her 
pleafure ,  only  that  Jhe  might  be  thought  not  to  confent  tot  ;  and 
fo  to  vindchte  her  Honour ,  forfeits  her  modefty.  But  you ,  Ma¬ 
dam  ;  have  too  much  modejly  to  pretend  tod ;  tho  you  have  as 
much  to  fay  for  your  modejly  as  many  a  nicer  fhe  ;  for  you  never 
were  feen  at  this  Play ,  no,  not  the  firfl  day  ;  and  rtis  no  matter 
what  Peoples  Lives  have  been ,  they  are  unqueftionably  rnodefl  who 
frequent  not  this  Play.  For ,  as  Mr.  Bays  fays  of  his ,  That  it  is 
the  only  Touchflone  of  Mens  Wit,  and  underftanding ;  mine  is, 
it  feems ,  the  only  *  Touchflone  of  Womens  Virtue  and  modejly.  *  But 
hold ,  that  Touchflone  is  equivocal ,  and ,  by  the  firength  of  a  La¬ 
dy’s  imagination ,  may  become  fomething  that  is  not  civil ;  but 
your  Ladyfhip,  /  know,  fcorns  to  mifapply  a  Touchflone.  And \  Ma - 
dam ,  tho  you  have  not  feen  this  Play ,  /  hope  ( like  other  nice  La¬ 
dies')  you  will  the  rather  read  it :  yet ,  lefl  the  Chamber-maid ,  or 
Page  fkoud  not  be  trufted,  and  their  indulgences  coud  gain  no  fur¬ 
ther  admittance  for  it ,  than  to  their  Ladies  Lobbies  or  outward 
Room ,  take  it  into  your  care  and  protection ;  for  by  your  recom¬ 
mendation  and  procurement ,  it  may  have  the  honour  to  get  into 
their  Clofets  :  For  what  they  renounce  in  publick  often  entertains 
’em  there ,  with  your  help  efpecially.  In  fine.  Madam,  for  thefe 
and  many  other  reafons ,  you  are  the  fittefl  Patronefs  or  Judge  of 
this  Play  ;  for  you  Jhsw  no  partiality  to  this  or  that  Author  ; 
for  from  fome  many  Ladies  will  take  a  broad  jeft  as  chearfully 
as  from  the  Watermen ,  and  fit  at  fome  downright  filthy  Plays 
(as  they  call  'em)  as  well  fatisfiedt  and  as  ft  ill,  as  a  Poet  coud 
wifh  ’em  elfe  where ;  therefore  it  mufti  be  the  doubtful  obfcenity 
of  my  Plays  alone  they  take  exceptions  at,  becaufe  it  is  too  bafh- 
ful  for  ’em  ;■  and  indeed  mo  ft  Women  hate  Men  for  attempting  to 
halves  on  their  Chaftity :  and  Baudy  I  find ,  like  Satyr ,  jhoud  be 
home ,  not  to  have  it  taken  notice  of.  But ,  now  /  mention  Satyr, 
fome  there  are  who  fay ,  ’Tis  the  Plain- dealing  of  the  Play ; 

net 


■  Dedicatory. 

not  the  obfeenity ;  't/s  taking  off  the  Ladies  Masks ,  not  offering 
at  their  Petticoats,  which  offends  ’em :  and  generally  they  are 
not  the  handfemefl ,  or  mofl  innocent ,  who  are  the  mofl  angry  at 
being  difeoverd  : 

• - - - Nihil  eil  audacius  illis 

Deprehenfis,-  iram,  atq-j  amnios 'a  crimine  fumurtt 

Pardon ,  Madam ,  the  Quotation for  a  Dedication  can  no  more 
be  without  ends  of  Latine,  than  Flattery ;  and  ’tis  no  matter 
whom  it  is  writ  to  •  for  an  Author  can  as  eafily  (  I  hope')  fuppofe 
People  to  have  more  under/} and ing  and  Languages  than  they  have , 
as  well  as  more  Vertues  :  but  why,  the  Devil !  Jhoud  any  of  the 
few  modefl  and  handfome  be  alarm  d ?  (for  feme  there  are  who 
as  well  as  any  deferve  thofe  attributes ,  yet  refrain  not  from  fee¬ 
ing  this  Play ,  nor  think  it  any  addition  to  their  Vertue  to  fet  up 
for  it  in  a  Play-boufe ,  left  it  flood d  look  too  'much  like  ailing.) 
But  why ,  I  fay ,  Jhoud  any  at  all  of  the  truly  vertuous  be  con¬ 
cern  d,  if  thofe  who  are  not  fo  are  d i ft  ingut fl)  d  from  ’em  ?  For 
by  that  Mask  of  mcdefly  which  Women  wear  promifeuoufly  in  pub- 
lick ,  they  are  all  alike ,  and  you  can  no  more  know  a  kept  Wench 
from  a  Woman  of  Honour  by  her  Looks ,  than  by  her  D  refs;,  for 
thofe  who  are  of  Quality  without  Honour  ( if  any  fuck  there * 
are  )  they  have  their  Quality  to  fet  off  their  falfee  modefty ,  as 
well  as  their  falfee  Jewels,  and  you  mofl  no  more  fufpeft  their 
Countenances  for  counterfeit ,  than  their  Pendants ,  though  as  the 
Plain  dealer  Montaigne  fays,  Eles  envoyent  Ieur  confcience  au 
Bordel,  &  teinnent  ieur  con  ten  a  nee  en  regie  :  But  thofe  who  alt 

as  they  look ,  ought  not  to  he  fcandalized  at  the  reprehenfion  of 

others  faults ,  left  they  tax  themfelves  with  ’em,  and  by  too  ■ 
delicate  and  quick  an  apprehenfion,  not  only  make  that  obfeene  ■ 
which  1  meant  innocent ,  but  that  Satyr  on  all ,  which  was  intend¬ 
ed  only  on  thofe  who  defeerv  d  it.  But ,  Madam ,  I  beg  you  par¬ 

don  for  this  digre felon,  to  civil  Women  and  Ladies  of  Honour, 
fence  you  and  I  (hall  never  be  the  better  for  ’em ;  for  a  Comic 
Poet,  and  a  Lady  of  your  profefeion ,  make  mofl  of  the  other  fort, 
and  the  Stage  and  your  Houfes,  like  our  Plantations ,  are  propa¬ 
gated  by  the  leaf  nice  Women  ;  and,  as  with  the  Minifters  of 
Juft  ice,  the  Vices  of  the  Age  are  our  heft  buflnefs.  But  now 
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/  Pubiici  Terfons ,  /  can  no  longer  defer  doing  you  the 

Jfllke  of  a  Medication,  and  telling  you  your  own;  who  are ,  of 
all  pubhck- fpirited  People ,  the  mofl  neceffary ,  mofl  communica¬ 
tive,  mofl  generous  and  he  pit  able ;  your  houfe  has  been  the  houfe 
of  the  People ,  your  Sleep  fill  diflurbjl  for  the  Publick,  and  when 
you  aroje.  * twas  that  others  might  lye  down ,  and  you  waked  that 
others  might  reft ;  the  good  you  have  done  is  unfpeakable ;  How 
many  young  unexperienc  d  Heirs  have  you  kept  from  raf  foolifh 
Marriages  ?  and  from  being  jilted  for  their  lives  by  the  worjl 
fort  of  Jilts ,  Wives  ?  How  many  unbewitch'd  Widowers  Children 
have  you  preferved  from  the  Tyrann v  of  Stepmothers  ?  How 
many  old  Dotards  form  Cuckoldage ,  and  keeping^  other  mens  Wen¬ 
ches  and  Children  >  Plow  many  Adulteries  and  unnatural  Sins 
have  you  prevented  ?  In  fine ,  you  have  been  a.  conftant  fcourge  to 
the ■  old  Lecher ,  and  often  a  t  err  our  to  the  young  ;  you  have  made 
concupifcence  its  own  puni foment,  and  extinguijhed  Lufl  with  Luft, 
like  blowing  up  of  Houfes  to  flop  the  fire. 

Nimirum  propter  continentiam,  incontinentia 

Neceftaria  eft,  incendium  ignibus  extinguitur. 

there's  Latin  for  you  again ,  Madam;  I  protefl  to  you,  as  I 
am  an  Author ,  /  cannot  help  it ;  nay,  I  can  hardly  keep  my  felf 
from  quoting  Ariftotle  and  Horace,  and  talking  to  you  of  the  Rules 
of  Writing  ( like  the  French  Author  sj)  to  few  you  and  my  Reader 
/  underfland  'em ,  in  my  Epiflle ,  leaf  neither  of  you  foud  find  it 
out  by  the  Play  ;  and  according  to  the  Rules  of  Dedications,  tis  no 
matter  whether  you  underfland  or  no,  what  I  quote  cr  fay  to  you,  of 
Writing ;  for  an  Author  can  as  eafily  make  any  one  a  Judge  or 
Critick,  in  an  Epiflle ,  as  an  Hero  in  his  Play ;  But,  Madam,  that 
this  may  prove  to  the  end  a  true  Epiflle  Dedicatory ,  I'd  have  you 
know  * tis  not  without  a  deflgn  upon  you ,  which  is  in  the  behalf  of  the 
Fraternity  of  Parnaftus,  that  Songs  and  Sonnets  may  go  at  your  Hou¬ 
fes,  and  in  your  Liberties ,  for  Guineys  and  half  Guineys ;  and 
that  Wit,  at  leafl  with  you ,  as  of  old,  may  be  the  price  of  Beauty, 
and  fo  you  will  prove  a  true  encourager  of  Poetry ,  for  Love  is  a 
better  help  to  it  than  Wine;  and  Poets ,  like  Painters ,  draw  better 
after  the  life,  than  by  Fancy  ;  Nay,  in  juft  ice.  Madam,  I  think  a 
Poet  ought  to  be  as  free  of  your  Houfes ,  as  of  the  Play 'Houfes:  fince 
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he  contributes  to  the  flip  port  of  both ,  and  is  as  necejfary  to  fuch  as 
you,  as  a  Ballad-finger  to  the  Pick- pur fe ,  in  convening  the  Cullies 
at  the  Theaters ,  to  be  pick'd  up,  and  carry  d  to  a  Supper  and  Bed  at 
your  Houfes .  And,  Madam,  the  reafon  of  this  motion  of  mine  is, 
lecaufe  poor  Poets  can  get  no  favour  in  the  Tyring- Rooms,  for  they 
are  no  Keepers,  you  know,  and  Folly  and  Money,  the  old  Enemies 
of  Wit ,  are  even  too  hard  for  it  on  its  own  Dunghill :  And  for 
other  Ladies ,  a  Poet  can  leaf  go  to  the  price  of  them  ;  befides  his 
Wit,  which  ought  to  recommend  him  to  'em,  is  as  much  an  obfirutti- 
on  to  his  Love,  as  to  his  Wealth  or  Preferment ;  for  mofi  Women 
now  ad  ays,  apprehend  Wit  in  a  Lover,  as  much  as  in  a  Husband ; 
they  hate  a  Man  that  knows  'em,  they  mufi  have  a  blind  eafie  Fool, 
whom  they  can  lead  by  the  Thofe,  and  as  the  Scythian  Women  of 
old,  mufi  baffle  a  Man ,  and  put  out  his  Eyes ,  e'rs  they  will  lye 
with  him ;  and  then  too,  like  Thieves ,  when  they  have  plunder'd 
and  fiript  a  Man ,  leave  him.  But  if  there  Jhou'd  be  one  of  an 
hundred  of  thofe  Ladies  generous  enough  to  give  her  felf  to  a  Man 
that  has  more  Wit  than  Money ,  ( all  things  confided d)  he  would 
think  it  cheaper  coming  to  you  for  a  Mid  refs,  though  you  made  him 
pay  his  Guiney ;  as  a  Man  in  a  Journey,  (  out  of  good  husbandry ) 
had  better  pay  for  what  he  has  in  an  Inn,  than  lye  on  free-co/l  at  a 
Gentlemans  Houfis. 

In  fine.  Madam,  like  a  faithful  Dedicator ,  I  hope  I  have  done 
my  felf  right  in  the  firft  place,  then  you,  and  your  profefiion ,  which 
in  the  wifefl  and  mofi  Religious  Government  of  the  World  is  ho¬ 
nour d  with  the  pub  lick  allowance ;  and  in  thofe  that  are  thought 
the  mofi  uncivilizd  and  barbarous,  is  protected ,  and  Jupported  by 
the  Miniflers  of  Juftice ;  and  of  you.  Madam,  I  ought  to  fay  no 
more  here,  for  your  Fertues  deferve  a  Poem  rather  than  an  Eptftle , 
or  a  Fclume  intire  to  give  the  World  your  Memoirs,  or  Life  at 
large ,  and  which  ( upon  the  word  of  an  Author  that  has  a  mind  to 
make  an  end  of  his  Dedication )  I  promife  to  do,  when  I  write  the 
Annals  of  our  Britijh  Love,  which  fhall  be  dedicated  to  the  Ladies 
concern  d,  if  they  will  not  think  them  fomething  too  obfcene  too ; 
when  your  Life,  compar'd  with  many  that  are  thought  innocent,  I 
doubt  not  may  vindicate  you  and  me,  to  the  World,  for  the  con¬ 
fidence  I  have  taken  in  this  Addrefs  to  you ;  which  then  may  be 
thought  nither  impertinent  nor  immoded ;  and,  whatfoever  your 
Amorous  misfortunes  have  been,  none  can  charge  you  with  that 
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heinous,  and  worfl  of  Womens  Crimes ,  Hypocrifie ;  nay,  in  fpight 
of  misfortunes  or  age,  you  are  the  fame  Woman  fill;  though  mo(l 
of  your  Sex  grow  Magdalens  at  fifty ,  and  as  a  folid  French  Author 
has  it,  '< 

Apres  !e  Plaifir,  viencla  peine, 

Apres  la  peine  la  venue; 

But  fare  an  old  Sinners  continency  is  much  like  a  Gamefters  for - 
fwearimg  Flay,  when  he  had  loft  all  his  Money ;  and  Modefiy  is  a 
kind  of  a  youthful  drefs ,  which  as  it  makes  a  young  Woman  more 
amiable ,  makes  an  old  one  more  narfeous ;  a  bafhful  old  Woman  is 
like  an  hopeful  old  Man ;  and  the  ajfetted  Chaftity  of  antiquated 
Beauties ,  is  rather  a  reproach  than  an  honour  to  ’em ,  for  it  fhews 
the  Mens  Virtue  only ,  not  theirs.  But  you ,  in  fine ,  Madam ,  are 
no  more  an  Hypocrite,  than  /  am  when  I  praife  you  ;  therefore  I 
doubt  not  will  be  thought  f even  by  yours  and  the  Play’s  Enemies ,  the 
nicefl  Ladys )  to  be  the  fitteft  Patronefs  for, 

Madam , 

Your  Ladyfhip’s  moft  obedient, 
faithful,  humble  Servant,  and 
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ACT  L  SCENE  L 

Captain  Manly  5  Lodging. 

Enter  Captain  Manly  far  lily  *,  and  my  Lord  Plaullbk  following  him  t 

and  two  Sailors  behind. 

Man.  jp  ■■"■HEll  not  me  fmy  good  Lord  Plauftble)  of  your  Decorums  r  fu~ 
I  percilious  Forms,  and  flavilh  Ceremonies*,  your  little 

If  Tricks,  which  you  the  Spaniels  of  the  World  do  daily 

over  and  over,  for,  and  to  one  another  *  not  out  of 
love  or  duty,  but  your  fervile  fear. 

L.  Plauf  Nay,  Pfaith,  i’faith,  you  are'too  paffionate,  and  I  mull  humbly 
beg  your  pardon  and  leave  to  tell  you,  they  are  the  Arts  and  Rules,  the  Pru¬ 
dent  of  the  World  walk  by. 

Man .  Let  ’em.  But  I’ll  have  no  Leading-ftrings,  1  can  walk  alone  \  1 
hate  a  Harnefs,  and  will  not  tug  on  in  a  Faction,  killing  my  Leader  be¬ 
hind,  that  another  Slave  may  do  the  like  to  me. 

L.  Plauf.  What  will  you  be  lingular  then,  like  no  Body  ?  follow  Love, 
and  efteem  no  Body  ? 

Man.  Rather  than  be  general,  like  you  $  follow  every  Body,  Court  and 
kils  every  Body  *,  though  perhaps  at  the  fame  time,  you  hate  every  Body. 

L.  Plauf.  Why,  fericufly  with  your  Pardon,  my  dear  Friend- — — 

Man.  With  your  Pardon,  my  no  Friend,  l  will  not,  as  you  do,  whifper 
my  hatred,  or  my  fcorn,  call  a  man  Fool  or  Knave,  by  fignsor  mouths  over 
his  Ihoulder,  whilit  you  have  him  in  your  arms ;  for  fuch  as  you,  lik?  com¬ 
mon  Whores  and  Pickpockets,  are  only  dangerous  to  thole  you  imbrace. 

L.  Plauf.  Such  as  I!  Heavens  defend  me- - upon  my  Honour— - - 

Man.  Upon  your  Tide,"  my  Lord,  if  you’d  have  me  believe  you. 

L.  Plauf.  Well  then,  as  I  am  a  Perfon  of  Honour,  1  never  attempted  to 
abufe,  or  lellen  any  Perfon,  in  my  life. 

Man.  What,  you  were  afraid  ? 

L.  Plauf.  No:,  but  ienoulk,  I  hate  to  do  a  rude  thing-;  No,  faith,  I  fneak 
well  of  all  Mankind. 

Man .  I  thought  fo*  butknow,  that  the  fpeaking  well  of  all  Mankind,  is  the 
worlt  kind  of  Detraction  ^  for  it  takes  away  the  Ruputation  of  the  few  good 
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men  in  the  World?  by  making  all  alike:  novy  I  fpeak  ill  of  moft  men,  becaufe 
ifisy  defer  ve'  it  ;  Fthatcan  do  a  rude  thing,  rather  than  an  un  juft  thing. 

L.  Plauf  Well,  tell  not  me,  my  dear  Friend,  what  People  defer  ve,  I  ne’er 
mind  that;  I,  like  an  Author  in  a  Dedication, never  fpeak  well  of  a  man  for 
his  fake,  but  my  own  ;  I  will  not  difparage  any  man,  to  difparage  my  felf  *, 
for  to  fp.sak  ill  of  People  behind  their  backs,  i&  not  like  a  Perfon  of  Honour  ; 
and  truly  to  fpeak  ill  of ’em  to  their  faces,  is  not  like  aComplaifant  perfon  : 
But  if  l  did  fay,  or  do  an  ill  thing  to  any,  it  ftiould  be  fare  to  be  behind  their 
backs,  out  cf  pure  good  manners. 

Man.  Very  well*,  but  1,  that  am  an  unmannerly  Sea-fellow,  if  I  ever  fpeak 
well  of  People,  (which  is  very  feldom  indeed)  it  fhould  be  fure  to  be  behind 
their  backs  ;  and  if  1  wou’d  fay,  or  do  ill  to  any,  it  fhou’d  be  to  their  Faces: 

1  wou’d  juftle  a  proud,  ftrutting,  over-looking  Coxcomb,  at  the  head  of  his 
Sycophants,  rather  than  put  out  my  tongue  at  him,  when  he  were  paft  me; 
wou’d  frown  in  the  arrogant,  big,  dull  face  of  an  over-grown-Knave  of  bu- 
finefs,  rattier  than  vent  my  fpleen  3gainft  him,  when  his  back  were  turn’d; 
wou’d  give  fawning  Slaves  the  Lye,  whilft  they  embrace  or  commend  me  y 
Cowards,  whilft  they  brag ;  call  a  Rafcal  by  no  other  Jitle,  though  his  Father 
Jhad  left  him  a  Duke’s;  laugh  at  fools  aloud,  before  their  MiftrefFes:  And 
muft  defire  People  to  leave  me,  when  their  Vifits  grow  at  laft  as  troublefom, 
as  they  were  at  fir  ft -impertinent. 

L.  Plan/.  I  wou’d  not  have  my  Vifits  troublefom. 

Man.  The  only  way  to  be  fure  not  to  have  ’em  troublefom,  is  to  make 
’em  when  People  are  not  at  home,  for  your  Vifits,  like  other  good  turns,  are 
moft  obliging,  when  made,  or  done  to  a  man,  in  his  abfence.  A  Pox  why  fhou’d 
any  one,  becaufe  lie  has  nothing  to  do,  go  and  difturb  another  mans  bulinefs? 

L.  Plauf.  1  beg  your  pardon,  my  dear  Friend.  What,  you  have  bufinefs  ? 

Man.  If  you  have  any,  1  wou’d  not  detain  your  Lordfhip. 

L.  Plauf  Detain  me,  dear  Sir,  I  can  never  have  enough  of  your  Company. 

Man.  I’m  afraid  1  fhou’d  be  tirefom  :  1  know  not  what  you  think. 

L.  Plauf  Well,  dear  Sir-,  1  fee  you  wou’d  have  me  gone. 

Man .  But  1  fee  you  won’t.  [Afide. 

L.  Plauf  Your  moft  faithful - ~ 

Man.  God  be  w’ye,  my  Lord. 

Plauf  Your  moft  humble. - - 

Man.  Farewd. 

L.  Plauf.  And  eternally - 

Man.  And  eternally  Ceremony- - then  the  Devil  take  thee  eternally. 

c  Afide. 

L.  Plauf.  You  fnall  ufe  no  Ceremony,  by  my'life. 

Man.  1  do  not  intend  it. 

h.  Plauf.  Why  do  you  ftir  then  ? 

Man.  Only  to  fee  you  cut  of  doors,  that  I  may  ihut  ’em  againft  more 

welcomes. 

L,  PUuf  Nay,  faith  that  fhall  not  pafs  upon  your  moft  faithful,  humble. 

Servant.  ^ 

Man..  Nor  this  any  more  upon  me.  *  [ Afde. 

>  L.  Plauf, 
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L .  Pldttf.  Well,  you  are  too  {iron g  for  m?. 

Man.  1’de  fooner  be  vilitcd  by  the  Plague  ;  for  that  only  wou’d  keep's 
man  from  vifics,  and  his  doors ,(hut.  0  [_4ftde. 

[Ex.  thru  {ting  out  my  Lord  Pl&ufibie. 

Manent  Sailers. 

1  Sail.  Here’s  a  finical  Fellow,  Jack}  What  a  brave  fair-weather  Captsaia 
of  a  Ship  he  wou’d  make  ! 

2  Sail.  He  a  Captain  of  a  Ship !  it  mull  be  when  file’s  in  the  Dock  then  *,  for 
he  looks  like  one  of  thofe  that  get  the  King’s  Commiflions  for  Hulls,  to  fell  a 
Kings  Ship,  when  a  brave  Fellow  has  fought  her  almoft  to  a  long-boat. 

1  Sail.  On  my  Confcience  then,  Jack l,  that’s  the  reafon  our  Bully  Tar. 
funk  our  Ship  :  not  only  that  the  Dutch  might  not  have  her,  but  that  the 
Courtiers,  who  laugh  at  wooden  Legs,  might  not  make  her  Prize. 

2  Sail.  A  Pox  of  his  finking,  Tcm>  we  have  made  a  bafe,  broken,  fhort 
Voyage  of  it. 

1  Sail.  Ay,  your  brisk  dealers  in  Honour,  always  make  quick  returns 
with  their  Ship  to  the  Dock,  and  their  men  to  the  Hofpitals*,  ’tis,  let  me  fee,, 
juft  a  Month  (nice  we  fee  out  of  the  River,  and  the  Wind  wasalmoft  as  crofs 
to  Us,  as  the  Dutch 

2  Sail.  Well,  1  forgive  him  finking  my  own  poor  Trunk,  if  he  wou’d 
but  have  given  me  time  and  leave  to  have  fav’d  black  Kate  of  Waffling' s 
fmall  Venture. 

1  Sail.  Faith  I  forgive  him,  fince,  as  the  Purfer  told  me,  he  funk  the  value 
of  five  or  fix  thoufand  pound  of  his  own,  with  which  he  was  to  fettle  him- 
felf  iomewhere  in  the  Indies ,  for  our  merry  Lieutenant  was  to  fucceed  him 
in  his  .CommifiSon  for  the  Ship  back,  for  he  was  refolv’d  never  to  return 
again  for  England. 

2  Sail.  So  it  feemed,  by  his  Fighting. 

1 Sail.  No,  but  he  was  a  weary  of  this  fide  of  the  World  here,  they  fay. 

2  Sail.  Ay,  or  elfe  he  wou’d  n  e  have  bid  fo  fair  for  a  paffage  into  t’other. 

1  Sail.  Jack >  Thou  think’!!  thy  iel£  in  the  foreeafile,  thou’rt  fo  waggilh  * 
but  I  tell  you  then,  he  had  a  mind  to  go  live  and  bask  himfeif  on  the  funny 
fide  of  the  Globe. 

2  Sail.  What,  out  of  any  difeontent?  for  he’s  always  as  dogged,  as  an 
old  Tarpaulin,  wl  hindied  of  a  Voyage  by  a  young  Pantaloon  Captain. 

1  Sail.  ’Tis  tru  I  never  faw  him  pleas’d  but  in  the  Fight,  and  then  he 
look’d  like  one  of  us,  coming  from  the  Pay-table,  with  a  new  Lining  to  cur 
Hats  under  our  Arms. 

z  Sail .  A  Pox  he’s  like  the  Bay  of  Bifcay ,  rough  and  angry,  let  the  Wind 
blow  where ’twill.  - 

1  Sail.  Nay,  there’s  no  more  dealing  with  him,  than  with  the  Land  in  a 

Stortn,  No  near. - — 

2  Sail.  ’Tisa  hurry  durry  Blade-,  dolt  thou  remember  after.we  had  tugg’d 
hard  the  old  ieaky  Long-boat,  to  lave  his  life,  when  I  welcom’d  him  afiiore, 
he  gave  me  a  box  on  the  ear,  and  call’d  me  fawning  Water-dog. 

Enter  Manly  and  Freeman. 

1  Sail  Hold  thy  pence,  Jack ,  and  ftand  by,  the  foul  weather’s  coming.- 

Man.  You  Rafcal,  Dogs,  how  cou’d  this  tame  thing  get  through  you  ? 

B  2  1  Sail. 
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1  Sail.  Faith,  to  tell  your  Honour  the  truth,  we  were  at  Hob  in  the  Hall, 
and  whilft  my  Brother  and  l  were  quarrelling  about  a  Caft,  he  Hunk  by  us. 

2  Sail.  He’s  a  fneaking  Fallow  I  warrant  for’t. 

Man.  Have  more  care  for  the  future,  you  Slaves  \  go,  and  with  drawn 
Gftlaces,  Hand  at  the  Stair-foot,  and  keep  all  that  ask  for  me  from  coming 
up  •,  fuppofe  you  are  guarding  the  Scuttle  to  the  Powder-room  :  let  none 
enter  here,  at  your  or  their  peril. 

1  Sail.  No,  for  the  danger  wou’d  be  the  fame  •,  you  wou’dblow  them  and 
us  up,  if  we  (hon’d. 

2  Sail.  Mud  no  one  come  to  you.  Sir  ? 

Man.  No  man,  Sir. 

1  Sail.  No  man,  Sir  ^  but  a  Woman  then,  an’t  like  your  Honour-——- 

Man.  No  Woman  neither,  you  impertinent  Dog.  Wou’d  you  be  Pimp¬ 
ing  ?  A  Sea  Pimp  is  the  ftrangeft  Monfter  (he  has. 

2  Sail.  Indeed,  an’t  like  your  Honour,  ’twill  be  hard  for  us  to  deny  a 
Woman  any  thing,  fince  we  are  fo.newly  come  on  (hore. 

i  Sail.  Well,  let  no  old  Woman  come  up,  though  it  were  our  Trufting 
Landlady  at  Waging. 

Man •  Wou’d  you  be  witty,  you  Brandy  Cask  you?  you  become  a  jeft  as  ill, 
as  you  do  a  Horfe.  Be  gone,  you  Dogs,  I  hear  a  noife  on  the  Stairs.  ££*•  Sailors. 

Free.  Faith,  I  am  forry  you  wou’d  let  the  Fop  go,  I  intended  to  have 
had  fome  fport  with  him. 

Man.  Sport  with  him  !  A  Pox  then,  why  did  you  not  ftay  ?  you  (hou’d 
have  enjoy’d  your  Coxcomb,  and  had  him  to  your-felf  for  me. 

Free.  No,  I  (hou’d  not  have  car’d  for  him,  without  you  neither  ;  for  the 
pleafure  which  Fops  afford,  is  like  that  of  Drinking,  only  good  when  ’tis 
(har’d  *,  and  a  Fool  like  a  Bottle,  which  wou’d  make  you  merry  in  Company, 
will  make  you  dull  alone.  But  how  the  Devil  cou’d  you  turn  a  man  of  his 
<>uality  down  Stairs  ?  You  ufe  a  Lord  with  very  little  Ceremony,  it  feems. 

Man.  A  Lord!  What,  thou  art  one  of  thofe  who  efteem  men  only  by  the 
-marks  and  value  Fortune  has  fet  upon  ’em,  and  never  confider  intrinfick 
worth:,  but  counterfeit  Houcur  will  not  be  current  with  me,  l  weigh  the  man, 
not  his  Title*, ’ris not  the  Kings  (lamp can  make  the  Mettal  better,  or  heavier: 
your  Lord  is  a  Leaden  (hilling,  which  you  may  bend  every  way  ;  and  debafes 
the  (tamp  he  bears,  inflead  of  being  rais’d  byV.  Here  again,  you  Slaves? 

Enter  Sailors. 

1  Sail.  Only  to  receive  farther  inftruftions,  an’t  like  yonr Honour:  What 
if  a  man  (hou’d  bring  you  Money,  (hou’d  we  turn  him  back  ? 

Man.  All  men,  1  fay  ^  mult  I  be  pefter’d  with  you  too?  you  Dogs,  away. 

2  Sail .  Nay,  1  know  one  man  your  Honour  wou’d  not  have  us  hinder  com¬ 
ing  to  you,  I’m  fure. 

Man.  Who’sthat?  fpe^k  quickly.  Slaves. 

2  Sail.  Why,  a  man  that  (hou’d  bring  you  a  Challenge  %  for  though  you 
refufe  Money,  I’m  fure  you  love  fighting  too  well  to  refufe  that. 

Man.  Rogue,  Rafcal,  Dog.  the  Sailors  out. 

Free.  Nay,  let  the  poor  Rogues  have  their  Forecaftle  jells  y  they  epuot 
help  'em  ia  a  Fight,  fcarce  when  a  Ship’s  (inking.  v  ? 


Man. 
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Man.  Dam  their  untimely  jefts ;  a  Servant’s  jefl:  is  more  faucinefs  than 
his  tounfel. 

Free.  But  what,  will  you  fee  no  Body  ?  not  your  Friends  ? 

Man.  Friends 1  have  but  one,  and  he,  I  bear,  is  not  in  Town  ;  nay, 

can  have  bat  one  Friend,  for  a  true  heart  admits  but  of  one  Friendlhip,  as  of 
one  love?  but  in  having  that  Friend,  1  have  a  thoufand,  for  he  has  the  cou¬ 
rage  of  men  in  defpair,  yetthediffidency  and  caution  of  Cowards^  the  fecrefie 
of  the  revengeful,  and  the  conftancy  of  Martyrs :  one  fit  to  advife,  to  keep 
a  fecret :  to  fight  and  die  for  his  Friend.  Such  1  think  him  •,  for  1  havetruft- 

ed  him  with  my  Miitrefs  in  my  abfence  :  and  the  truft  of  Beauty,  is  fure 

the  greateft  we  can  (hew. 

Free.  Well,  but  all  your  good  thoughts  are  not  for  him  alone?  (T  hope/ 
pray  what  d’ye  think  of  me  for  a  Friend  ? 

Man.  Of  thee !  Why,  thou  art  a  Latitudinarian  in  Friendlhip,  that  is  no 
Friend  ;  thou  doll  fide  with  all  Mankind,  but  wilt  fuffer  for  none.  Thou 
art  indeed  like  your  Lord  Flanfible^  the  Pink  of  Couaelie,  therefore  halt 
no  Friendlhip  •,  for  Ceremony  and  great  Profelfing,  renders  Friendlhip  as 
much  fufpefted,  as  it  does  Religion. 

Free.  And  no  profelling,  no  Ceremony  at  all  in  Friendlhip,  were  as  un¬ 
natural  and  as  undecent  as  in  Religion  ;  and  there  is  hardly  fuch  a  thing  as 
an  honeft  Hypocrite,  who  profefles  himfelf  to  be  worfe  than  he  is,  unlefe  it 
be  your  felf  *,  for,  though  I  cou’d  never  get  you  to  fay  you  were  my  Friend, 
1  know  you’i  prove  la.  \ 

Man.  1  mult  confefs,  I  amfo  much  your  Friend,  I  wou’d  not  deceive  you, 
therefore  mult  tell  you  (not  only  becaufe  my  heart  is  taken  up)  but  accord¬ 
ing  to  your  Rules  of  Friendlhip,  I  cannot  be  your  Friend, 

Free.  Why,  pray  ? 

Man.  Becaufe  he  that  is  (you’i  fay)  a  tfueFHendto  a  man,  is  a  Friend 
to  all  his  Friends:,  but  you  mull  pardon  me,  I  cannot  wi ill  well  to  Pimps,, 
Flatterers,  Detra&ors,  and  Cowards,  ftifF nodding  Knaves,  and  fupple  pli¬ 
ant  killing  Fools:  now,  all  thefe  1  have  feen  you  ufe,  like  the  dearelt  Friends 
in  the  World. 

Free.  Hah,  bah,  hah — What,  you  obferv’d  me,  I  warrant,  in  the  Galleries 
at  Whitehall,  doing  the  bulinefs  of  the  place !  Plh3W,  Court-profeflions,  Ilk® 
Court-promifes,  go  for  nothing,  man !  but.  Faith,  con’d  you  think  1  was-a 
Friend  to  all  thofe  1  hugg’d,  kifs’d,  flatter’d,  bow’d  to  ?  Hah,  ha— — — 

Man.  You  told  ’em  fo,  and  fwore  it  coo?  I  heard  you. 

Free.  Ay,  but  when  their  backs  were  turn’d,  did  1  not  tell  you  they  w$Fe 
Rogues,  Villains,  Rafcals  whom  I  defpis’d,  and  hated? 

Man.  Very  fine?  But  what  reafon  had  I  to  believe  you  fpcke  your  heart 
to  me,  fince  you  profefs’d  deceiving  fo  many? 

Free.  Why,  don’t  you  know,  good  Captain,  that  telling  truth  is  a  quality 
as  prejudicial  to  a  man  that  wou’d  thrive  in  the  World,  as  fquare  Play  to  a 
Cheat,  or  true  Love  to  a  whore!  wou’d  you  have  a  man  fpeak  truth  to  his 
mine?  You  arefeverer  than  the  Law,  which  requires  no  man  to  fwear  a  - 
gainlt  himfelf you  wou’d  have  me  fpeak  truth  againft  my  felfy"  I  warrant, 
and  tell  my  promifing  Friend,  the  Courtier,  he  has  a  bad  memory^ 

Man.  Yes.  fnSt 
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Fm*  And  fo  make  him  remember  (to  forget  my  buHnefs;  and  I  Ihou’d 
tell  the  great  Lawyer  too,  that  he  takes  oftner  fees  to  hold  his  tongue,  than 

to  fpeak !  •  1 

Man.  No  doubt  on’e. 

Free.  Ay,  and  have  him  hang,  or  ruine  me,  when  he  fhou’d  coroe  to  be  a 
Judge,  and  i  before  him.  And  you  wou’d  have  me  tell  the  new  Officer,  who 
bought  his  Employment  lately,  that  he  is  a  Coward. 

Man.  Ay, 

Free.  And  fo  get  my  fclf  cafhier’d,  not  him,  he  having  the  better  Friends, 
though  1  the  better  Sword.  And  1  fhou’d  tell  the  Scribler  of  Honour,  that 
Heraldry  were  a  prettier  and  fitter  Study,  for  fo  fine  a  Gentleman,  than 
Poetry?  .  , 

Man .  Certainly. 

.  Free.  And  fo  find  my  felf  maul’d  in  his  next  hir’d  Lampoon.  And  you 
wou’d  have  me  tell  the  holy  Lady  too,  file  lies  with  her  Chaplain. 

Man.  No  doubt  on’t.  ' 

Free.  And  fo  draw  the  Clergy  upon  my  back,  and  want  a  good  Table  to 
Dine  at  fometimes.  And  by  the  fame  reafon  too,  I  fhou’d  tell  you  that  the 
,  World  thinks  you  a  Mad  man,  a  Brutal,  and  have  you  cut  my  Throat,  or 
worfe,  hate  me  '  What  other  good  fuccefs  of  all  my  Plain-dealing  cou’d  1 
have,  thaa  what  Tve  mentioned  ? 

Man.  Why,  firft  your  promifing  Courtier  wou’d  keep  his  word  out  of  fear 
of  more  reproaches*,  or  at  leaffi  wou’d  give  you  no  more  vain  hopes :  Your 
Lawyer  wou’d  ferve  you  more  faithfully ;  for  he,  having  no  Honour  but  his 
Intereft,  is  truclt  kill  to  him  he  knows  fui pedis  him  :  The  new  Officer  wou’d 
provoke  thee  to  make  him  a  Coward,  and  fo  be  cafhier’d,  that  thou,  or  fome 
other  honeft  Fellow,  who  had  more  courage  than  money,  might  get  his  place : 
the  Noble  Sonneteer  wou’d  trouble  thee  no  more  with  his  Madrigals :  The 
praying  Lady  wou’d  leave  off  railing  at  wenching  before  thee,  and  not  turn 
away  her  Chamber-maid,  for  her  own  known  frailty  with  thee :  And  I  inltead 
of  hating  thee,  fhou’d  love  thee,  for  thy  Plain  dealing  •,  and  in  lieu  of  being 
mortifi’d,  am  proud  that  the  World  and  i  think  not  well  of  one  another. 

Free.  Well,  Dodlors  differ.  You  are  for  Plain- dealing,  1  find  ^  but  againfi: 
your  particular  Notions,  1  have  the  practice  of  the  whole  World.  Obferve 
but  any  Morning  what  people  do  when  they  get  together  on  the  Exchange , 
in  Weft  minfter-  Hall  ^  or  the  Galleries  in  Whitehall. 

Man.  I  muff  confefs,  mere  they  kern  to  rehearfe  Bay1  s  grand  Dance : 
here  you  fee  a  Bifhop  bowing  low  to  a  gaudy  AtheiFl  j  a  Judge  to  a  Door¬ 
keeper  :  a  great  Lord,  to  a  Fifhmonger,  or  a  Scrivener  with  a  jack-chain 
about  his  neck  ^  a  Lawyer,  to  a  Sergeant  at  Arms ;  a  velvet  Phyficbn,  io  a 
thred-bare  Chymift:  and  a  fupple  Gentleman  llfh.r,  to  a  forly  Beef-eater  ^ 
and  fo  tread  round  in  a  prepofterous  huddle  of  Ceremony  to  each  other, 
whil’ft  they  can  hardly  hold  their  folemn  faife  Countenances. 

Free.  Well,  they  underltand  the  World. 

Man.  Which  l  do  not,  i  confefs. 

Free.  But,  Sir,  pray  believe  the  Friendfhip  I  pfomife  you,  real,  what- 
fceVer  l  have  profelj  to  others :  try  me,  at  leaft. 


Man. 
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Man.  Why,  what  wou’d  you  do  for  me  ? 

Free.  1  wou’d  fight  for  yon. 

Man.  That  you  wou’d  do  for  your  own  Honour,  but  what  elfe  ? 

Free.  1  wou’d  lend  you  Money  if  1  had  it. 

Man.  To  borrow  more  of  me  another  time.  That  were  but  puting  your 
Money  to  intereft,  an  llfursr  wou’d  be  as  good  a  Friend.  But  what  other 

piece  of  F riendfhip  ? 

Free.  1  wan’d  fpeak  well  of  you  to  your  Enemies, 

Man.  To  tocourage  others  to  be  your  Friends,  by  a  fhew  of  gratitude  s 
but  what  elfe?  ’ 

Free.  Nay,  l  wou’d  not  hear  you  ill  fpoken  of  behind  your  back,  by  my 
Friend. 

Man.  Nay,  then  thou’rt  a  Friend  indeed  j  but  is  were  unreafonsble  to 
expert  it  from  thee,  as  the  World  goes  now :  when  new  Friends,  like  new 
Miftrefl'es,  are  got  by  difparagirsg  old  ones. 

Enter  Fidelia.  * 

But  here  comes  another,  will  fay  as  much  at  lead,  dofl  not  thou  love  me, 
devilifhly  too,  my  little  Voluntier,  as  well  as  he,  or  any  man  can  ? 

Fid.  Better  than  any  man  can  love  you,  my  dear  Captain. 

Man.  Look  you  there,  1  told  you  fo. 

Fid.  As  well  as  you  do  Truth  or  Honour,  Sir*,  as  well. 

Man.  Nay,  good  young  Gentleman,  enough,  for  lhame  5  thou  haft  been 
a  Page,  by  thy  Flattering  and  Lying,  to  one  of  thole  praying  Ladies,  who  love 
Flattery  fo  well,  they  are  jealous  of  it,  and  wert  turn’d  away  for  faying  the 
fame  things  to  the  old  Houfe -keeper  for  fweeL meats,  as  you  did  to  your  La¬ 
dy  :  for  thou  flattered  every  thing,  and  every  body  alike. 

Fid.  You,  dear  Sir,  fhou’d  not  fufpeft  the  truth  of  what  I  fay  of  you, 
though  to  youj  Fame,  the  old  Lyar,  is  believ’d  when  Ihe  fpeaks  wonders  of 
you*,  you  cannot  be  flattered.  Sir,  your  Merit  is  unfpeakable- 

Man.  Hold,  hold,  Sir,  or  I  (hall  fufpeft  worfe  of  you,  that  you  have  been 
a  Cufhion- bearer  to  fome  State  Hypocrite,  and  turn’d  away  by  the  Chap¬ 
lains,  for  out- flattering  their  Probation  Sermons  for  a  Benefice. 

Fid.  Sufpeft  me  for  any  thing.  Sir,  but  the  want  of  Love,  Faith,  and 
Duty  to  you,  the  braveft,  worthieft  of  Mankind  ^  believe  me,  1  cou’d.dis 
’  for  you,  Sir. 

Man.  Nay,  there  you  lye,  Sir  ;  did  1  not  fee  thee  more  afraid  in  the  Fight, , 
than  the  Chaplain  of  the  Ship,  or  the  Purfer  that  bought  his  place  l 
Fid.  Can  he  be  Laid  to  be  afraid,  that  ventures  to  Sea  with  you  ? 

Man.  Fie,  fie,  no  more,  I  fhall  hate  thy  Flattery  worfe  than  thy  Cowar- 
dife,  nay,  than  thy  Bragging. 

Fid.  Well,  I  own  then  1  was  afraid  •,  mightily  afraid  5  yet  for  you  I  wou’  I 
be  afraid  again,  an  hundred  times  afraid :  dying  is  ceafing  to  be  afraid,  a  1 
that  1  cou’d  do  lure  for  you,  and  you’ll  believe  me  one  day.  [Weep* 

Free.  Poor  Youth !  believe  his  Eyes,  if  not  his  Tongue :  he  feenvs  to  fpeak 

truth  with  them. 

Man.  What,  does  he  cry  ?  A  Pox  on’s,  a  Maudlin  Flatterer  Is  as  riaufe- 
oufly  troublefom,  as  a  Maudlin  Drunkard  ^  no  more,  you  lutie  Milk-few,  do 
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nos  cry,  I’ll  never  make  thee  afraid  again ;  for  of  all  men,  if  1  had  occafion, 
thou  fnoud’lb  not  be  my  Second  y  and,  when  I  go  to  Sea  again,  thou  (halt 
venture  thy  life  no  more  with  me, 

Ftd,  Why,  will  you  leave  me  behind  then  ? 

Of  you  wou’d  preserve  icy  life,  I’m  fure  you  Ihou’d  not.)  [ Afide . 

A'Lin.  Leave  thee  behind  !  Ay,  ay,  thjou  art  a  hopeful  Youth  forrhe  lhore 
only  •,  here  thou  wilt  live  to  be  cheriih’d  by  Fortune,  and  t  he  great  ones  j  for 
thou  may’ll  eafily  come  to  out-llatter  a  dullToec,  out-iie  a  Coffee- houle,  or 
Gazct-vvriter,  out-fwear  a  Kriigb:  of  the  Poll,  out-watch  a  Pimp,  out-fawn 
a  Rook,  oui-promile  a  Lover,  out  ail  a  Wit,  and  out-brag  a  Sea  Captain  ; 
All  this  thou  canlt  do,  bectufe  thou’rt  a  Coward,  a  thing  I  hate,  therefore 
thou’lt  do  better  with  the  World  than  with  me,  and  thefe  ate  the  good  cour¬ 
ses  you  mull  take  in  the  World.  There’*  good  advice,  at  leaft,  at  parting  : 
go,  and  be  happy  with’t. 

Fid.  Parting,  Sir !  O  let  me  not  hear  that  difmal  word. 

Man.  If  my  words  frighten  thee,  be  gone  the  foanery  for  to  be  plain 
with  thee,  Cowardile  and  1  cannot  dwell  together. 

Fid.  And  Cruelty  and  Courage  never  dwell  together  fare,  Sir.  Do  not 
turn  me  off  to  fhame  and  mifery  y  for  l  am  helplefs  and  friendlefs. 

Man.  Friendlefs!  there  are  half  a  fcore  Friends  for  thee  then  y  [Offers  her 
Gold ]  1  leave  my  felf  no  more  :  they’ll  help  thee  a  little.  Be  gone,  go,  1 
mult  be  cruel  to  thee  (if  thou  call’ll  it  fo)  cut  of  pity. 

Fid.  If  you  wou’d  be  cruelly  pitiful.  Sir,  let  it  be  with  your  Sword,  and 
not  Gold.  [Exit. 

Enter  firft  Sailor.  * 

1  Sail.  We  have,  with  much  ado,  turn’d  away  two  Gentlemen,  who  told 
us  forty  times  over,  their  names  were  Mr.  Novely  and  Major  Oldfox. 

Man,  Well,  to  your  Poll  again/  [Exit  Sailor. 

But  how  come  thofe  Puppies  coupled  always  together  ? 

Free ,  O,  the  Coxcombs  keep  each  other  company,  to  fliew  each  other,  as 
Novel  calls  it y  or,  as  Oldfox  lays,  like  two  Knives,  to  whet  one  another. 

Man,  And  fet  other  Peoples  teeth  an  edge. 

Enter  fecond  Sailor. 

2  Sail.  Here  is  a  Woman,  an’t  like  your  Honour,  fcolds  and  bullies  with 
us,  to  come  in,  as  much  as  a  Seaman’s  Widow  at  the  Navy  Office  :  her  name 
is  Mrs.  Bluckjcre. 

Man.  That  Fiend  too! 

Free.  The  Widow  Blackacre ,  is  it  not  ?  that  Litigious  She-Petty-fogger, 
who  is  at  Law  and  difference  wich  all  the  world  y  but  I  wifn  1  cou’d  make 
her  agree  with  me  in  the  Church  :  they  fay  fns  has  Fifteen  hundred  pounds  a 
Year  Joyiiture,  and  the  care  of  her  Son,  that  is,  the  Deflru&ion  of  his  Efface. 

.  Man.  Her  Lawyers,  Attornies  and  Solicitors  have  Fifteen  hundred  pound 
a  Year,  whiflt  ihe  is  contented  to  be  poor,  to  make  other  People  fo  y  for  fhe 
is  as  vexatious  as  her  Father  was,  the  great  Attorney,  nay,  as  a  dozen  Nor¬ 
folk^  Attorneys,  and  as  implacable  an  Aaverfary,  as  a  Wifefuing  for  Alimony, 
ora  Parfon  for  his  Tiths  j  and  fhe  loves  an  Eajter-Tevig,  or  any  Term,  not,  as 
other  Country  Ladies  do,  to  come  up  to  be  fine.  Cuckold  their  Husbands, 


THE  PLAIN-DEALER.  9 

and  take  their  Pleafure  *,  for  (he  has  no  pleafure,  but  in  vexing  other?,  and 
is  ufually  cloath’d  and  dagled  like  a  Bawd  in  difguifej  purfuM  through  Al¬ 
leys  by  Sergeants.  When  (he  is  in  Town,  (he  lodges  in  one  of  the  Inns  of 
Chancery,  where  (he  breeds  her  Son,  and  is  her  feif  his  Tutorefs  in  Law- 
French  *,  and  for  her  Country-abode,  tho’  fhc  has  no  Eftate  there,  (he  dimes 
Norfolk.  But,  bid  her  come  in,  with  a  Pox  to  her  j  (he  is  Olivia's  Kiniwo- 
man,  and  may  make  me  amends  for  her  vilit,  by  fome  difeourfe  of  that 
dear  Woman.  [Exit  Sailor.. 

Enter  Widow  Blackacre  with  a  Mantle ,  and  a  green  Bag ,  and  federal  Papers 
in  the  other  hand :  Jerry  Blackacre  her  Son ,  in  a  Gown ,  laden  with  green 
Bags ,  following  her. 

Wid.  1  never  had  fo  much  to  do  with  a  Judge’s  Door-keeper,  as  with 
yours  ;  but' - 

Man.  But  the  incomparable  Olivia ,  how  does  (he  (Ince  I  went  ? 

Wid.  Since  you  went,  my  fait — — 

Man.  Olivia ,  I  fay,  is  (he  well? 

Wid .  My  Suit,  if  you  had  not  return’d- - — 

Man.  Dam  your  Suit,  how  does  your  Coufin  Olivia  ? 

Wid.  My  Suit,  I  fay,  had  been  quite  loft  ;  but  now—*  — — 

Man.  But  now  where  is  Olivia?  in  Town  ?  for — - - 

Wid.  For  to  morrow  we  are  to  have  a  Hearing. 

Man.  Wou’d  you’d  let  me  have  a  Hearing  to  day. 

Wid.  But  why  won’t  you  hear  me  ? 

Man.  lam  no  Judge,  and  you  talk  of  nothing  but  Suits *  but,  pray  tell 
me,'  when  did  yc-u  fee  Olivia  ? 

Wid.  I  am  no  Vifiter,  buta  Woman  of  bufinefs;  or  if  I  ever  vilit,  ’tis 
only  the  Chancery-lane  Ladies,  Ladies  towards  the  Law  ;  and  not  any  of 
your  lazy,  good-for-nothing  Flirts,  who  cannot  read  Law-French,  tho’  a 

Gallant  writ  it.  But,  as  I  was  telling  you,  my  Suit - — 

Man.  Dam  thefe  impertinent,  vexatious  People  of  Bufinefs,  of  all  Sexes  * 
they  are  dill  troubling  the  World  with  the  tedious  recitals  of  their  Law- 
Suits  :  and  one  can  ilo  more  (top  their  mouths,  than  a  Wits,  when  he 
talks  of  himfelf  ;  or  an  Intelligencer’s,  when  he  talks  of  other  People. 

Wid.  And  a  Pox  of  all  vexations  impertinent  Lovers*  they  are  ftill  per¬ 
plexing  the  World  with  the  tedious  Narrations  of  their  Love  Suits,  and 
Difcourfes  of  their  Miftrefles:  you  ate  as  troublefom  to  a  poor  Widow  of 
Bufmefs,  as  a  young  Coxcomb  Riming  Lover. 

Man.  And  thou  art  as  troublefom  to  me,  as  a  Rook  to  a  lofing  Game- 
Iter,  or  a  young  putter  of  Cafes  to  his  Miftrefs  and  Sempftrefs,  who  has 
love  in  her  head  for  another. 

Wid.  Nay,  (ince  you  talk  of  putting  of  Cafe;,  and  will  not  hear  me 
fpeak,  hear  our  Jerry  a  little;  let  him  put  our  Cafe  to  you,  for  the  Try- 
al’s  to  morrow;  and  (Ince  you  are  my  chief  Witnefs,  1  wou’d  have  your 
memory  *refre(h’d,  and  your  judgment  inform’d,  that  you  may  not  give  your 
Evidence  improperly.  Speak  out,  Child. 

C  jer. 
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Jer.  Yes,  forfooth.  Hemh!  Hemh  !  John-a-Stiles-*-*— 

Man.  You  may  taik,  young  Lawyer,  but  1  (hail  no  more  mind  you,  than 
a  hungry  Judge  does  a  Game,  after  the  Clock  has  ftruckOne. 

Free.  Nay,  you’ll  find  him  as  peevifh  too. 

Wid.  No  matter.  Jerry,  go  on.  Do  you  obferve  it  then.  Sir,  for  I  think 
I  have  feeo  you  in  a  Gown  once.  Lord,  l  cou’d  hear  our  Jerry  put  Cafes 
ail  day  long.'  Mark  him,  Sir. 

Jer.  John-A-Stiles* — —no— There  are  firft,  Fitzt  Fere ,  and  Ayle\ - * 

No,  no  Ayle,  Fere ,  and  Fitz ;  Ayle  is  feized  in  Fee  of  BUckacre-,  John-a - 
Stiles  dilkifes  Ayle-,  Ayle  makes  Claim,  and  the  Diffeifor  dies  y  then  the 

Ayle — - no  the  Fitz. 

Wid.  No,  the  Fere,  Sirrah. 

Jer.  O,  the  Fere :  ay,  the  Fere ,  Sir,  and  the  Fitz - — no,  the  Ayle-,  no, 

rth t Fere  and  the  Fitz ,  Sir,  and- - 

Man.  Darn  Fere,  Mere  and  Fitz,  Sir. 

Wid.  No,  you  are  oar.  Child  ^  hear  me,  Captain,  then  ;  there  are  Ayle , 
Fere  and  Fitz ,  Ayle  is  feifed  in  Fee  of  Blackacre  -,  and  being  fo  feifed,  John- a-  • 
Stiles  diffeifes  the  Ayle ,  Ayle  makes  Claim,  and  the  difleifor  dies  ^  and  then 
the  Fere  re-enters,  the  Fere,  Sirrah,  the  Fere — [To  Jerry.]  And  the  Fits  en¬ 
ters  upon  the  Fere ,  and  the  Ayle  brings  his  Writ  of  Difleizen,  in  the  Fojl  -, 

and  the  Fere  brings  his  Writ  of  Diffeizen,  in  the  Fere,  and— - . 

Man.  Canft  thou  here  this  fluff,  Freeman  ?  1  cou’d  as  foon  fuffer  a  whole 
noife  of  Flatterers  at  a  great  mans  Levy  in  the  morning  *,  but  thou  haft  fer- 
vile  complacency  enough  to  liften  to  a  quibling  Statefman,  in  difgrace,  nay, 

and  be  befcrc-hand  with  him,  in  laughing  at  his  dull  No-jeft;  but  1 - 

[ ‘Offering  to  go  out, 

Wid .  Nay,  Sir,  hold.  Where’s  the  Sub-poena,  Jerry  ?  I  muft  ferve  you. 
Sir.  You  are  requir’d,  by  this,  to  give  your  teftirnony- — — - 

Man.  I’le  be  forfworn,  to  be  reveng’d  cn  thee.  [Ex.  Manky  throwing 

,  away  the  Subpoena. 

Wid.  Get  you  gone,  for  a  Lawlefs  companion.  Come,  Jerry ,  1  had  al- 
moft  forgot  we  were  to  meet  at  the  Mailers  at  three :  let  us  mind  cur  bufinefs 
ft 'ill.  Child. 

Jer.  I,  forfooth,  e’en  fo  let’s. 

Free.  Nay,  Madam,  now  I  wou’d  beg  you  to  hear  me  a  little,  a  little  of 
my  bufinefs. 

Wid.  1  have  bufinefs  of  my  own  calls  me  away,  Sir. 

Free.  My  bufinefs  wou’d  prove  yours  too,  dear  Madam. 

Wid.  Yours  wou’d  be  feme  fweet  bufinefs,  I  warrant:  What,  ’tis  no 
VVejlrrnnfier-Hall  bufinefs?  wou’d  you  have  my  advice  ? 

Free.  No,  faith,  ’tis  a  little  V/eJi minfier-Abhy  bufinefs :  I  wou’d  have  your 
confent. 

Wid.  O  fy,  fy,  Sir-,  to  me  fuch  difeourfe,  before  my  dear  Minor  there  / 
Jer.  Ay,  ay.  Mother,  he  wou’d  be  taking  Livery  and  Seizen  of  your 
Jointure,  by  digging  the  Turf;  but  I’ll  watch  your  waters.  Bully,  i’fac. 
Come  away,  Mother. 

£Ea\  Jerry,  hailing  away  his  Mother. 

Manet 
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Manet  Freeman :  Enter  to  him  Fidelia. 

Fid.  Dear  Sir,  you  have  pity  ;  beget  but  fame  in  year  Captain  for  me. 

Free.  Where  is  he  ?  '  j  . 

Fid.  Within  y  (wearing,  as  much  as  he  did  in  the  great  Storm,  and  curling 
you,  and  fometimes  links  into  calms  and  fighs,  and  talks  of  his  Olivia. 

.Free.  He  wou’d  never  truft  me  to  fee  her :  is  Ihe  bandfom  ? 

Fid.  No,  if  you’ll  take  my  word  y  but  I  am  not  a  proper  Judge. 

Free.  What  is  (he  ? 

Fid.  A  Gentlewoman,  1  fuppofe,  but  of  as  mean  a  Fortune  as  Beauty  y  but 
her  Relations  wou’d  not  fujfFer  her  to  go  with  him  to  ihz  Indies  i  and  his  aver- 
fion  to  this  fide  of  the  World,  together  with  the  late  opportunity  of  com¬ 
manding  the  Convoy,  wou’d  not  let  him  flay  here  longer,  tho’to  enjoy  her. 

Free.  He  loves  her  mightily  then. 

Fid.  Yes,  fo  well,  that  the  remainder  of  his  Fortune  (I  hear  about  five 
or  fix  thoufand  pounds)  he  has  left  her,  in  cafe  he  had  dy’d  by  the  way,  or 
before  (he  con’d  prevail  with  her  Friends  to  follow  him,  which  he  expected 
Ihe  fhou’d  do  ^  and  has  left  behind  him  his  great  bofome-Friend  to  be  her 
Convoy  to  him.  ■?'  __ 

Free.  W  hat  Charms  has  Ihe  for  him,  if  Ihe  be  not  handfom  ? 

Fid.  He  fancies  her,  1  fuppofe,  the  only  Woman  of  Truth  and  Sincerity 
in  the  World. 

Free .  No  Common  Beauty,  I  confefs. 

Fid.  Or  elfe-fure  he  wou’d  not  have  trufted  her  with  fo  great  a  fhare  of 
his  Fortune,  in  his  abfence  y  1  fuppofe,  ffince  his  late  lofs)  ail  he  has. 

Free.  Why,  has  he  left  it  in  her  own  cuftody  ? 

Fid.  lam  told  fo.  , 

Free.  Then  he  has  fhewed  Love  to  her  indeed,  in  leaving  her,  like  an  old 
Husband  that  dies  as  foon  a?  he  has  made  his  Wife  a  good  Jointure y  but  I’ll 
go  in  to  him,  and  fpeak  for  you,  and  know  more  from  him  of  his  Olivia. 

[Exit. 

Manet  Fidelia  fola. 

Fid.  His  Olivia  indeed,  his  happy  Olivia , 

Yet  file  was  left  behind,  when  I  was  with  him  y 
But  (he  was  ne’er  out  of  his  mind  or  heart. 

She  has  told  himfhe  lov’d  himy  i  have  ihew’d  it. 

And  durft  not  tell  him  fo,  till  £  had  done, 

Under  this  habit,  fueh  convincing  Ads  . 

Of  loving  Friendflb  p  for  him,  that  through  it 
He  firft  might  find  out  both  my  Sex  and  Love  y 
And,  when  I’d  have  him  from  ff  s  fair  Olivia , 

And  this  bright  World  of  artful  Beauties  here, 

Might  then  have  hop’d,  he  wou’d  have  look’d  on  me 
Amongft  the  foqty  Indians  ^  and  i  con’d  - 

To  choofe  there  live.his  Wife,  where  Wives  are  forc’d 
To  live  no  longer,  when  their  Husbands  die. 

Nay,  what’s  yet  wor.Ce,  .  to  Glare ’em  whiPIt  they  live 
With  many  Rival  Wfvcs.  But  here  he  comes, 

C  2 


And 


{Exit. 
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And  I  mufl:  yet  keep  out  of  his  fight,  not 
To  ioie  it  for  ever.  * 

Enter  Manly  and  Freeman. 

Free.  But  what  Itrange  Charms  has  /he  that  cou’d  make  you  love  ? 

Man.  Strange  Charms  indeed  •'  She  has  Beauty  enougti  to  call  in  queftion 
her  Wit  or  Venue,  and  her  Form  wou’d  make  a  ftarv’d  Hermit  a  Ravi/her  j 
yet  her  Vertue,  and  Conduct,  wou’d  preferve  her  from  the  fubtil  Lull  of  a 
pamper’d  Prelate.  She  is  fo  perfect  a  Beauty,  that  Art  cou’d  not  better  it, 
nor  affedtioa  deform  it-,  yet  all  this  is  nothing.  Her  tongue  as  well  as  face, 
ne’er  knew  artifice :  nor  ever  did  her  words  or  looks  contradict  her  heart : 
She  is  all  truth,  and  hates  the  lying,  masking,  daubing  World,  as  I  do ;  for 
which  1  love  her,  and  for  which  1  think  Ihe  diflikes  rot  me:  for  /he  has  often 
/hut  out  of  her  converfation  for  mine,  the  gaudy  fluttering  Parrots  of  the 
Town,  Apes,  and  Ecchoes  of  men  only,  and  refus’d  their  common  place  pert 
chat,  flattery,  and  fubmiflions,  to  be  entertain’d  with  my  fullen  bluntnefs, 
and  honeft  love.  And,  laft  of  all,  fwore  to  me,  fmee  her  Parents  wou’d  nos 
fufifer  her  to  go  with  me,  /he  wou’d  flay  behind  for  no  other  man  \  but  fol¬ 
low  me,  without  their  leaye,  if  not  to  be  obtain’d.  Which  Oath-”-— » 

Free.  Did  you  think  fhe  wou’d  keep  ? 

Man.  Yes;  for  /he  is  not  (l  tell  you)  like  other  Women,  but  can  keep  her 
promife,  tho  fhe  has  fworn  to  keep  it;  but,  that  /he  might  the  better  keep 
it,  1  left  her  the  value  of  five  or  fix  thoufand  Pounds  :  for  Womens  wants 
are  generally  their  molt  importunate  Solicitors  to  Love  or  Marriage. 

Free.  And  money  fummons  Lovers,  more  than  Beauty,  and  augments 
but  their  importunity,  and  their  number ;  fo  makes  it  the  harder  for  a 
Woman  to  deny  ’em.  For  my  part,  I  am  for  the  French  Maxim,  if  you 
wou’d  have  your  Female  Subjects  Loyal,  keep  ’em  poor  :  but,  in  /horfc,  that 
your  Miftrefs  may  not  marry,  you  have  given  her  a  Portion. 

Man.  She  had  given  me  her  heart  firft,  and  1  am  fatisfied  with  the  fecu- 
rity:  1  can  never  doubt  her  truth  and  ccnftancy. 

Free.  It  feems  you  do,  fince  you  are  fain  to  bribe  it  with  Money.  But 
how  come  you  to  be  fo  diffident  of  the  Man  that  fays  he  loves  you,  and 
not  doubc  the  Woman  that  fays  it  ? 

Man.  I  ihou’d  (IconfefsJ  doubt  the  love  of  any  other  Woman  but  her, 
as  1  do  the  friendfhip  of  any  other  Man  but  him  I  have  trufted  ;  but  I  have 
fuch  proofs  of  their  faith,  as  cannot  deceive  me. 

Free.  Cannot  ! 

Man.  Mot  but  1  know,  that  generally,  no  man  can  be  a  great  Enemy,  but 
under  the  name  of  Friend  ;  and  if  you  are  a  Cuckold,  it  is  your  Friend  only 
that  makes  you  fo  for  your  Enemy  is  not  admitted  to  your  houfe  :  if  you 
are  cheated  in  your  fortune,  }tis  your  Friend  that  does  it;  for  your  Enemy 
is  not  made  your  Truftee:  if  your  Honour,  or  Good  name  be  injur’d,  ’cis 
your  Friend'that  does  it  /till,  becaufeyour  Enemy  is  not  believ’d  againft  you* 
Therefore  1  rather  chuie  to  go  where  hone/t,  down-right  Barbarity  is  pro- 
feff,  where  men  devour  one  another  like  generous  hungry  Lions  and  Tygers, 
not  like  Crocodiles  *,  where  they  think  the  Devil  white,  of  our  complexion, 
and  i  am  already  fo  far  an  Indian :  but  if  your  weak  faith  doubts  this 
*  miracle 


THE  PL  AIN-DEALDR.  .  13 

miracle  of  a  Woman,  come  along  with  me,  cud  believe,  and  thou  wilt  find  her 
fo  handfom,  that  thou  who  art  fo  much  ipy  Fi  iend,  wilt  have  a  mind  to  lie 
with  her,  and  fo  wilt  not  fail  to  diilover  what  hn  Faith  and  thine  is  to  me.  . 

When  vtfre  in  Love ,  the  great  Adverfty^ 

Our  Friends  and  MiftteJJes  at  once  we  try. 

Finis  Actus  Primi. 


ACT  II.  SCENE  1. 

Olivia’s  Lodging. 

Enter  Olivi?,  Eliza,  Letfice. 

Oliv.  A  H  Coufin  what  a  World  ’us  we  live  in  !  I  am  fo  weary  of  it 
/l  Eliz..  Truly,  Coufin,  1  can  find  no  fault  with  it,  but  that  we 
cannot  always  livein’t;  fori  can  never  be  weary  of  it. 

Oliv.  O  hideous!  you  cannot  bs  in  earneft  fure,  when  you  fay  you  like 
the  filthy  World. 

Eliz..  You  cannot  be  in  earned  fure,  when  you  fay  you  diflike  it. 

Oliv.  You  are  a  very  cenlorious  Creature,  1  find. 

Eliz..  I  mult  confefs  1  think  we  Women  as  often  difeover  where  we  love 
by  railing  ^  as  men  when  they  lye,  by  their  fwearingj  and  the  World  is  but 
a  conftant  keeping  Gallant,  whom  we  fail  not  to  quarrel  with,  when  any 
thing  crofles  us,  yet  cannot  part  with’t  for  our  hearts. 

Lett.  A  Gallant  indeed,  Madam,  whom  Ladies  firft  make  jealous,  and  then 
quarrel  with  it  for  being  fo  for  if,  by  her  difcretion,a  Lady  be  talk’d  of  for 
a  Man,  (be  cries  prefently,  'Tts  a  Cenforious  World  *  if,  by  her  vanity,  the 
intrigue  be  found  out,  y7is  a  prying  malicious  World  }  and  if,  by  her  over-fond- 
nefs,  the  Gallant  proven  uncGnftanf,  9Tis  afalfe  World  j  and.  if,  by  her  nigard- 
linefs,  the  Chamber-maid  tdls,  ~JTis  a  perfideous  World:  but  that,  Pm  lure, 
your  Ladyfiiip  cannot  fay  of  the  World  yet,  as  bad  as  ’tis. 

Oliv.  But  i  may  fay,  9Tis  a  very  impertinent  World.  Hold  your  peace. 
And,  Coufin,  if  the  World  be  a  Gallant,  ’tisfuch  an  one  as  is  my  averfion 
Pray  name  it  no  more.  * 

Eliz.  But  is  it  pofiible  the  World,  which  has  fuch  variety  of  Charms  for 
other  Women,  can  have  none  for  you  ?  Let’s  fee- — -firft,  what  d’ye  think 
of  Dreffing  and  fine  Cloaths? 

Oliv.  Dr tuing  !  Fie,  fie,  ’tis  my  averfion.  Bur,  come  hither,  you  Dowdy  • 
methinks  yru  might  have  open’d  this  Toure  better:  O  hideous!  I  cannot 
fufter  it !  d’ye  fee  how’t  fits  ? 

Eliz..  Well  enough,  Coufin,  if  Dreffing  be  your  averfion- 

Oliv.  ’Tis  fo:  and  for  variety  of  rich  Cloaths,  they  are  more  my  averfion. 

Lett.  Ay,  ’tis  becaufe  your  Ladyfiiip  wears  ’em  too  long  *,  for  indeed  a 
Gown,  like  a  Gallant,  grows  one’s  averfion,  by  having  toomucb  of  it. 

OUv, 
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OUv.  Irifatiabie  Creature!  I’ll  be  fworn  lhave  had  this  not  above  thre  e 
days,  Coufin,  and  within  this  month  have  made  fome  fix  more. 

TEllz..  Then  your  averfion  to  ’em  is  not  altogether  fo  great. 

OUv  Mas  i  His  for  my  Woman  only  1  wear  ’em,  *  Coufin. 

Let.  If  it  be  for  me  only.  Madam,  pray  do  not  wear  ’em. 

Eliz..  But  what  d’ye  think  of  Vifics - — — Bails  -> — — 

OUv.  O,  I  deleft  ’em. 

Eliz..  Of  Playes, 

OUv.  I  abominate  ’em:  filthy,  obfeene,  hideous  things. 

'Eliz..  What  fay  you  to  AUfquer  acting  in  the  Winter,  and  Hide-Parkin 
the  Summer  ? 

OUv.  inflpid  pleafures  I  tafte  not. 

Eliz..  Nay,  if  you  are  for  more  folid  Pleafures,  what  think  you  of  a  rich 
young  Husband  ?  v 

Oliv.  O  horrid!  Marriage!  what  a  Pleafure  you  have  found  out!  I  cau- 
feate  it  of  ail  things. 

-  Let.  But  what  dees  your  Ladyfhip  think  then  of  a  liberal,  handfome, 
young  Lover? 

Oliv .  A  handfom,  young  Fellow,  you  Impudent  •'  Begone,  out  of  my 
fight  *,  name  a  handfom  young  Fellow  to  me  !  Fob,  a  hideous  handfom  young 
Fellow  I  abominate.  _ 

Eliz..  Indeed?  But  let’s  fee - will  nothing  pleafe  you  /  what  d’ye 

think  of  the  Court  ?  „  ' 

OUv.  How  ?  the  Cour  t !  the  Court,  Coufin!  my  averfion,  myaverfion, 
my  averfion  of  all  aveifions. 

Eliz..  How  ?  the  Court !  where - 

OUv.  Where  Sincerity  is  a  quality  as  out  of  fafhion,  and  as  unprofperous, 
as  Bafhfplnefs  ;  I  cou’d  not  laugh  at  a  Quibble,  iho’  it  were  a  fat  Privy 
CouncelioiV,  nor  praife  a  Lord’s  ill  Verfes,  tho’  1  were  my  felf  the  Subjedt; 
nor  an  old  Lady’s  young  looks,  tho’  1  were  her  Woman  \  nor  fit  to  a  vain 
young  Simile  maker,  tho’ he  flatter’d  me  ;  in  fhorr,  I  cou’d  not  glote  upon  a 
man  when  he  comes  into  a  Room,  and  laugh  at  hini  when  he  goes  out  \  I 
cannot  rail  at  the  abfent,  to  flatter  the  ftandersby,  1~ — — 

Eliz..  Well,  but  railing  now  is  fo  common,  that  ’tis  no  more  Malice,  but: 
the  fafhion  *,  and  the  abfent  think  they  are  no  more  the  worfe  for  being 
rail’d  at,  than  the  profent  think  they’re  the  better  for  being  flatter’d :  and 
for  the  Court — — — 


Oliv.  Nay,  do  not  defend  the  Court  y  for  you’ll  make  me  rail  at  it,  like 
atrufting  Citizen’s  Widow. 

Eliz.  Or  like  a  Holbum- Lady,  who  con’d  not  get  into  the  laft  Ball,  or  was 
out  of  countenance  in  the' Drawing-room  the  laft  Sunday  of  her  appearance 
there  C  for  none  rail  at  the  Court,  but  thole  who  cannot  get  into  it,  or  elfe 
who  a;  ,;  ridiculous  when  they  are  there,  y  and  I  fhall  fufptdl  you  were  laugh’d 
at,  when  you  were  laft  there,  or  woo’d  be  a  Maid  of  Honour. 

OUv .  i  a  Maid  of  Honour !  To  bs  a  Maid  of  Honour  were  yet  of  al! 
things  my  averfion. 

Ehx.  In  what  fenfe  am  I  to  underftand  you!  But,  in  fine,  by  the  Word 
A  vc  Tv.  Pm  fare  you  difkmbk-,  fori  never  knew  Woman  yet  that  us’d 
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it,  who  did  not.  Come,  our  tongues  bely  our  hearts,  more  than  our  Pocket- 
glafles  do  our  faces  ^  but  methinks  we  ought  to  leave  off  diflembling,  fince 
’tis  grown  of  no  ufe  to  us ;  for  all  wife  obfervers  under Hand  us  row  a- days, 
as  they  do  dreams.  Almanacks,  and  Dutch  Gazettes,  by  the  contrary  :  And 
a  Man  no  more  believes  a  Woman,  when  fee  fays  fee  has  an  Averlion  for 
him,  than  when  fee  fays  fee’ll  cry  our. 

Oliv.  O  filthy,  hideous!  Peace,  Coufin,  or  your  difeourfe  will  be  my 
Averlion  y  and  you  may  believe  me. 

Eliz.  Yes  y  for,  if  any  thing  be  a  Woman’s  Averfion,  5tis  Plain. dealing 
from  another  Woman:  and  perhaps  that’s  your  quarrel  to  the  World  y 
for  that  will  talk,  as  your  Woman  fays. 

Oliv.  Talk?  not  of  me  furc  ;  for  what  Men  do  l  converfe  with?  what 
Vifits  do  1  admit  ? 

Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  Here’s  the  Gentleman  to  wait  upon  you?  Madam. 

Oliv.  On  me  !  you  little,  unthinking  Fop,  d’ye  know  what  you  fay ? 

Boy.  Yes,  Madam,  ’tis  the  Gentleman  that  comes  every  day  to  you?  who _ - 

Oliv.  Hold  your  peace,  you  heedlefs  little  Animal,  and  get  you  gone. 
This  Country  Boy,  Coufin,  takes  my  Dancing-Mailer,  Taylor,  or  the 
fpruce  Millener?  for  Vifiters.  {Exit  Boy. 

Let,  No,  Madam,  ’tis  Mr  Novel,  Pm  fure,  by  his  talking  foloud:  1 
know  his  voice  too,  Madam. 

Let.  You  know  nothing,  yon  Buffle-headed,  ftupid  Creature  you  ;  you 

wou’d  make  my  Coufin  believe  I  receive  Vifits:  But  ifitbeMr.- - what 

did  you  call  him  ? 

Let.  Mr  Novel ,  Madam,  he  that— 

Oliv,  Hold  your  peace,  1’llhearno  moreofhimy  but  if  it  be  your  Mr,— 
(l  can’t  think  of  his  name  again)  l  fuppofe  he  has  follow’d  my  Coufin  hither. 

Eliz.  No,  Coufin,  I  will  not  rob  you  of  the  Honour  of  the  Vifir. :  ’tis 
to  you,  Coufin?  for  1  know  him  not. 

Oliv.  Nor  did  i  ever  hear  of  him  before,  upon  my  Honour,  Coufin  y  bo¬ 
lides, -han’t  1  told  you,  that  Vifits,  and  the  bufinefs  of  Vifits,  Flattery,  and 
Detraction,  are  my  Averfion  ?, D’ye  think  then  !  wou’d  admit  fuch  a  Cox¬ 
comb  as  he  is-?  who,  rather  than  not  rail,  will  rail  at  the  dead,  whom  none " 
fpeak  ill  of  y  and  rather  than  not  flatter,  will  flatter  the  Poets  of  the  Age, 
whom  none  will  flattery  who  affedts  Novelty  as  much  as  the  Fafeion'y  and 
is  as  fanftatical  as  changeable,  and  as  well  known  as  the  Fafeion  y  who  likes 
nothing,  but  whalisnewy  nay,  wou’d  chufe  to  have  his  Friend?  or  his 
Title,  a  new  one.  In  fine,  he  is  my  Averfion. 

Eliz..  I  find  you  do  know  him,  Coufin;  at  lead:,  have  heard  of  him. 

Oliv.  Yes,  now  I  remember,  1  have  heard  of  him. 

Eliz.,  Well;  but  fince  he  is  fuch  a  Coxcomb,  for  Heaven’s  fake,  let  him 
not  come  up;  tell  him,  Mrs.  Lettice ,  your  Lady  is  not  within. 

Oliv.  No,  Lettice ,  tell  him,  my  Coufin  is  here,  and  that  he  may  come  up: 
for  notwithftanding  I  deleft  the  fight  of  him,  you  may  like  his  convention; 
and  tho’  1  wou’d  ufe  him  feurvily,  I  will  not  be  rude  to  you,  in  my  own 
Lodging  y  fince  he  has  follow’d  you  hither,  let  him  come  up>  1  fay. 

Eliz.. 
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Eliz,.  Very  fine!  Pray  let  him  go  to  the  Devil,  I  fay,  for  me :  I  know 
him  not,  nor  defire  it.  Send  him  away,  Mrs.  Lettice . 

Oliv.  Upon  my  word,  fhe  (han’t :  I  muffc  difobey  your  Commands,  to 
comply  with  your  defires,  call  him  up,  Lettice. 

Eliz..  Nay,  I’ll  fwear  fhe  (hall  not  ftir  on  that  Errand.  £ Holds  Lettice. 

Ohv.  Well,  then,  I’ll  call  him  my  felf  for  you,  fince  you  will  have  it  fo* 
Mr.  Novel .  [Calls  out  at  the  door~\  Sir,  Sir. 

Enter  Novel. 

Novel .  Madam,  1  beg  your. pardon,  perhaps  you  were  bufie:  1  did  not 
think  you  had  company  with  you. 

Eliz, .  Yet  he  comes  to  me,  Coufin  !  [Afde. 

Oliv .  . — Chairs  there.  ‘  [They  ft. 

Nov.  Wdl^  but.  Madam,  d’ye  know  whence  I  come  now  ? 

Oliv.  From  fome  tnelancholly  place  1  warrant,  Sir,  fince  they  have  loft 
your  good  company. 

Ehz ..  So. 

Nov.  From  a  Place,  where  they  have  treated  me,  at  dinner,  with  fo 
much  civility  and  kindnefs,  a  pox  on  ’em,  that  1  cou’d  hardly  get  away  to 
you,  dear-  Madam. 

Oliv.  You  have  a  way  with  you  fo  new,  and  obliging,  Sir. 

Eliz..  You  hate  Flattery,  Coufin !  [Apart  to  Olivia. 

Nov.  Nay  faith.  Madam,  d’ye  think  my  way  new?  then  you  are  obli¬ 
ging,  Madam.  1  mu  ft  confefs,  1  hate  imitation,  to  do  any  thing  like  other 
people  :  all  that  know  me,  do  me  the  Honour  to  fay,  I  am  an  original, 
Faith  y  but  as  I  was  faying,  Madam,  I  have  been  treated  to  day,  with  all 
the  ceremony  and  kindnefs  imaginable,  at  my  Lady  Autums^  but  the  nau- 
feous  old  Woman  at  the  upper  end  of  her  Table — - - 

Oliv.  Revives  the  old  Grecian  Cuftom,  of  ferving  in  a  Deaths  head  with 
their  Banquets.  ^ 

Nov.  Ha!  ha!  fine,  juft  i’faith  *,  nay,  and  new:  ’tis  like  eating  with 
the  Ghoftin  the  Libertine  (he  wou’d  frighten  a  Man  from  her  dinner,  with 
her  hollow  invitation,  and  fpoil  one’s  ftomach. 

Oliv.  To  Meat  or  Women.  1  deteft  her  hollow  Cherry-cheeks  *,  (he 
looks  like  an  old  Coach  new  painted  :  afFettiog  an  unfeemly  fmugnefs, 
whil’ft  (he  is  ready  to  drop  in  pieces. 

Eliz..  You  hate  Detraction  1  fee,  Coufin!  [Apart  to  Olivia. 

Nov.  But  the  filly  old  Fury,  whilft  (he  affects  to  look  like  a  Woman  of 
this  Age,  talks; - - 

Oliv.  Like  one  of  the  laft  •,  and  as  paffionately  as  an  old  Courtier,  who 
has  out-liv'd  his  Offi  e. 

Nov .  Yes,  Madam  j  but  pray  let  me  give  you  her  Character,  Then  (he 
never  counts  her  age  by  the  years,  but - • 

Oliv.  By  the  Mafqucs  fhe  has  liv’d  to  fee. 

Nov.  Nay  then,  Madam,  1  fee  you  think  a  little  harmlefs  railing  too 
great  a  pleafure  for  any  but  your  felf,  and  theyefore  I’ve  done. 

Oliv.  Nay,  faith,  you  ihall  tell  me  who  you  had  there  at  dinner. 

Nov.  If  you  wou’d  hear  me.  Madam. 

Oliv. 
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Oik):  Mofr  patiently  :  fpeak,  Sir. 

Nov .  Then,  we  had  her  Daughter- - — 

Otiv.  Ay,  her  Daughter,  the  very  difgrace  to  good  cloaths,  which  fhe al¬ 
ways  wears,  but  to  heighten  her  deformity,  -  not  mend  it  j  for  fine  is  ftiil 
moft  fplendidly,  gallantly  ugly,  and  looks  like  an  ill  piece  of  daubing  in  a 
rich  Frame. 

Nov.  So/  But  have  you  done  with  her,  Madam?  and  can  you  fpars 
her  tb  me  a  little  now  ?  _ 

Oliv.  Av,  ay.  Sir. 

Nov.  Then,  (he  is  like— — - — - 

OUv.  She  is  you’d  fay,  like  a  City  Bride,  the  greater  Fortune,  but  r.o£ 
the  greater  Beauty  for  her  drefs. 

Nov.  Well  :  yet  have  you  done.  Madam?  Then  (he - - 

OUv.  Then  (he  beftows  as  unfortunately  on  her  Face,  ail  the  graces  in 
fafhion,  as  the  languilhing  eyet  the  hanging  or  pouting  I  p  ^  but  as  the 
Fool  is  never  more  provoking,  than  when  he  aims  at  Wir5  the  iil-favour’d  of 
our  Sex  are  never  more  naufeous  than  when  they  wou’d  be  Beauties,  adding 
to  their  natural  deformity,  the  artificial  ugiiuefs  of  affe&adon. 

EUz..  So,  Ccufm,  1  find  one  may  have  a  collection  of  all  ones  acquain¬ 
tances  Pictures  as  well  at  your  houfe,  as  at  Mr.  Tc/y’s;  only  the  difference 
is,  there  we  find  ’em  much  handfomer  than  they  are,  and  like  ^  here  much 
uglier,  and  like :  and  you  are  the  firft  of  the  profefiion  of  Pidture-drawing 
1  ever  knew  without  flattery.- 

Oliv.  I  draw  after  the  life ;  do  no  body  wrong,  Coufin. 

EUz..  No?  you  hate  flattery  and  detraction  ! 

OUv.  But,  Mr.  Novel,  who  had  you  befides  at  dinner  ? 

A Jov\  Nay,  the  Devil  take  me  if  I  tell  you,  unlefs  you  will  allow  me  the 
ptiviledge  of  railing  in  my  turn;  but,  now  1  think  on’f,  the  Women  ought 
to  be  your  Province,  as  the  men  are  mine:  and  you  muft  know  we  had  him 
whom  ► 

OUv.  Him,  whom- - • 

Nov.  What,  invading  me  already  ?  And  giving  the  character,  before 
you  know  the  Man  ? 

EUz..  No,  that  is  not  fair,  tho’ it  be  ufual. 

OUv.  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Novell  pray  go  on. 

Nov.  Then,  1  fay,  we  had  that  familiar  Coxcomb,  who  is  at  home  where* 
foe’er  he  comes. 

Oliv.  Ay,  that  Fool — —  -  ^  , 

Nov.  Nay,  then  Madam,  your  Servant  :  I’m  gone.  Taking  a  Fool  out 
of  ones  mouth,  is  worfe  than  taking  the  Bread  out  of  ones  mouth. 

OUv.  I’ve  done,  ycur  pardon,  Mr.  Novel ,  pray  proceed. 

Nov.  I  fay,  the  Rogue,  that  he  may  be  the  only  Wit  in  company,  will 
let  no  Body  elfe  talk,  and -  5 

Oliv .  Ay,  thofe  Fops  who  love  to  talk  all  themfelves,  ate  of  all  things 
my  Averfion. 

Nov.  Then  you’ll  let  me  fpeak,  Madam,  fure,  The  Rogue,  I  fay,  will 
force  his  jeft  upon  you;  and  I  hate  a  jeft  that’s  forc’d  upon  a  Man,  as  much 

as  a  Glals.  v  D  EUz.. 
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Eliz»  Why,  I  hope,  Sir,  he  does  not  expeCt  a  man  of  your  temperance 

in  jelling  Ihou’d  do  him  reafdn  ? 

Nov.  What,  interruption  from  this  fide  too!  I  mull  then — • — 

[ 'Offers  to  rife ,  Olivia  Holds  him. 
OUv.  No,  Sir,- — -Youmuft  know,  Coufin,  that  Fop  he  meins,  tho’  he 
talks  only  to  he  commended,  will  not  give  you  leave  to  do’c. 

Nov.  But,  Madam — — — 

OUv.  He  a  Wit'  hang  him,  he’s  only  an  Adopter  of  flragling  Jefts, 
and  facherlefs  Lampoons:,  by  the  credit  of  which,  he  eats  at  good  Tables, 
and  fb  like  the  barren  Beggar-Woman  lives  by  borrow’d  Children. 

Nov.  Madam- - 

OUv.  And  never  was  Author  of  any  thing,  but  his  news  *,  but  that  is 
flill  ail  his  own. 

Nov.  Madam,  pray — 

OUv;  An .  eternal  Babler  ;  and  makes  no  more  ufe  of  his  ears,  than  a 
Man  that  fits  a»  a  Play  by  his  M litre fs,  or  in  Fop-corner :  he’s,  in  line,  a 
bafe  detracting  Fellow,  and  is  my  averfion.  But  who  elfe  prythee,  Mr.A'o- 
vel,  was  there  with  you  ?  Nay,  you  fhan’t  flir. 

Nov.  1  beg  your  pardon.  Madam,  l  cannot  flay  in  any  place,  where  l’ra 
not  allow’d  a  little  Ghriftian  liberty  of  railing. 

OUv.  Nay,  prithee,  Mr.  Novel,  flay  •,  and  tho’  you  fhou’d  rail  at  me,  I 
wou’d  hear  you  with  patience  ;  prythee  who  elfe  was  there  with  you  ? 

Nov,  Your  Servant,  Madam.- 

Oliv.  Nay,  prythee  tell  us,  Mr.  Novel ,  prythee  do. 

Nov.  We  had  no  body  elfe. 

OUv.  Nay,  faith  1  know  you  had.  Come,  my  Lord  Plaufible  was  there 
too,  who  is,  Coufin,  a- - 

EUz,  You  need  not  tell  me  what  he  is,  Coufin  ;  for  I  know  him  to  be  a 
civil,  good  natur’d,  harmlefs  Gentleman,  that  fpeaks  well  of  all  the  World, 

and  is  always  in  good  humour,  and - — 

OUv.  Hold,  Coufin,  hold,  1  hate  detraction ;  but  I  mufl  tell  you,  Coufin, 
his  civility  is  cowardife  ^  his  good  nature,  want  of  wit  ^  and  fee  has  neither 
courage  nor  fence  to  rail:  And  for  his  being  always  in  humour,  ’tis  becaufe 
lie  is  never  difHrisfi’d  with  himfeif :  Inline,  he  is  my  averfion  j  and  I  never 
admit  his  Vilits  beyond  my  Hall. 

Nov.  No,  he vifityou!  Dam  him,  cringing,  grinning,  Rogue;  iflfhould 
fee  him  coming  up  to  you,  I  wou’d  make  bold  to  kick  him  down  again. 

Ha!- -  *  \ 

Enter  my  Lord  Plaufible. 

My  dear  Lord,  your  mod  humble  Servant. 

[_Rifes,  and  falutes  Plaufible,  and  kijfes  him. 
Etiz..  So,  I  find  killing  and  railing  fucceed  each  other  with  the  angry  Men, 
as  well  as  with  the  angry  Women  and  their  quarrels  art  like  Love- quarrels, 
lines  abferiee  is  the  only  came  of  them  •,  for  as  foon  as  the  Man  appears  a- 
'gain,  they  are  over.  '  [_A[ide, 

L.  Plaitf  Your  moil  faithful,  humble  Servant,  generous  Mr.  Novel  and. 
Madam,  l  am  your  eternal  Slave,  andkifs  your  fair  hands  3  which  ihad  done 

fooner, 
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fooner,  according  to  your  commands,  but— -i  — 

Oliv.  No  excufes,  my  Lord. 

Elia.  What,  you  fent  for  him  then,  Coufin  ?  £Jpart. 

Nov.  Ha  !  invited  !  \f.Afde. 

Oliv.  1  know  you  muft  divide  your  fdf  j  for  your  good  company  is  too 
generai  a  good,  to  be  engrofs’d  by  any  particular  Friend. 

L.  Plauf.  Q  Lord,  Madam,  my  company  1  your  moft  obliged,  faithful, 
humble  Servant  *,  but  \  cou?d  have  brought  you  good  company  indeed,  for 
1  parted  at  your  door,  with  two  of  the  worthiest,  braveft  Men- — — 

Oliv,  Who  were  they,  my  Lord  ? 

Nov.  Who  do  you  call  the  worthieft,  braveft  men,  pray  ? 

L.  Plauf.  O  the  wifeft,  braveft  Gentlemen !  Men  of  fuch  Honour,  and 

Vertue!  of  fuch  good  qualities-'  ah - - 

Elm.  This  is  a  Coxcomb,  that  fpeaks  ill  of  all  people  a  different  way, 
and  libels  every  body  with  dull  praife,  and  commonly  in  the  wrong  place, 
fo  makes  his  Panegyricks  abufive  Lampoons.  [AJtde. 

Oliv.  But  pray  let  me  know  who  they  were. 

L.  Plauf.  Ah!  fuch  patterns  of  Heroick  tfertue  •'  fuch — - — — 

Nov.  Well  but  who  the  Devil  were  they  ? 

L.  Plauf.  The  Honour  of  our  Nation,  the  glory  of  our  Age,  ah  !  I 
can’d  dwell  a  Twelvemonth  on  their  praife ;  which  indeed  1  might  fpare 
by  telling  their  Names :  Sir  John  Current ,  and  Sir  Richard  Court -Title. 

,  Nov.  Court-Title !  Ha,  ha- 

Oliv.  And  Sir  John  Current  /  Why  will  you  keep  fuch  a  Wretch  com¬ 
pany,  my  Lord  ? 

L.  Plauf  Oh,  Madam,  ferioufly  you  are  a  little  too  fevere,  for  he  is  a 
Man  of  unqneftion’d  reputation  in  every  thing.  ' 

OUv.  Yes,  becaufe  he  endeavours  only  with  the  Women,  to  pafs  for  a 
Man  of  Courage;  and  with  the  Bullies,  for  a  Wit  5  with  the  Wits,  fora 
Man  of  buhnefs  ;  and  with  the  Men  of  bufinefs,  for  a  Favouriterat  Court ; 
and  at  Court,  for  good  CityTecurity. 

Nov.  And  for  Sir  Richard ,  he - - 

L’  Plauf.  He  loves  your  choice,  pick’d  company  ;  perfons  that — — 

Oliv ,  He  loves  a  Lord  indeed  y  but — - — 

Nov.  Pray,  dear  Madam,  let  me  have  but  a  bold  ftroke  or  two  at  his 

Picture.  He  loves  a  Lord,  as  you  fay,  tho - 

Oliv .  Tho’ be  borrow’d  hb  Money,  and  ne’er  paid  him  again. 

Nov.  And  wou’d  befpeak  a  place  three  days  before  at  the  back-end  of  a 
Lords  Coach,  to  Hide,  par 

L.  Plauf  Nay,  i’faith,  i’faith,  "you  are  both  too  fevere. 

OUv.  Then,  to  fhew  yet  more  his  paffion  for  quality,  he  makes  love  Jo 
that  fulfom  Coach -load  of  Honour,  my  Lady  Goodly  •,  for  he  is  always  as 
her  Lodging. 

L.  Plauf  Becaufe  it  is  tbs  Conventicle-Gallant,  the  Meeting-houfe  of  all 
the  fair  Ladies,  and  glorious  Superfine  Beauties  of  the  Town. 

Nov.  Very  fine  Ladies-'  there’s  firft- — — 

Oliv.  Her  Honour,  as  fat  as  an  Hoftefs. 

D  2 
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L.  Plauf  She  is  fomething  plump  indeed, a  goodly,  comely, graceful  perfon. 

Nov,  Then  there’s  my  Lady  Frances y  what  d’ye  call’er  ?  ugly - 

Oliv.  As  a  Citizens  lawfully  begotten  Daughter. 

L.  Plan/.  She  has  wit  in  abundance  •  and  the  handfomeft  bed,  elbow,  and 
tip  of  an  ear,  you  ever  favv. 

Nov.  Heei,  and  elbow  /  ha,  ha  !  And  there’s  my  Lady  Betty  you  know-— 
Oliv.  As  fluttifh,  nnd  flatternly,  as  an  Irijh  Woman  bred  in  France. 

L,  Plauf.  Ah,  ail  fhe  has  hangs  with  a  loofe  Air  indeed,  and  becoming 
negligence. 

Elia,.  You  fee  all  faults  with  Lovers  eyes,  I  find,  my  Lord. 

L.  Plauf  Ah,  Madam,  your  moil  obliged,  faithful,  humble  Servant  to  com¬ 
mand  !  But  you  can  fay  nothing  fureagainft  the  Superfine  Miftrefs - - 

Oliv.  1  know  who  you  mean,  She  is  as  ccnforious  and  detracting  a  Jade, 
as  a  fuperammated  Sinner. 

L.  Plan/.  She  has  a  (mart  way  of  Railery,  Vis  confeft. 

Nov.  And  then,  for  Mrs.  Grideline. 

£.  Plaiif.  She  I’m  fure  is* - 

Oliv.  One  that  never  (poke  ill  of  any  body,  ’tis  confefi: ;  for  (he  is  as  filent 
in  converfation  as  a  Country- Lover,  and  no  better  company  than  a  Clock,  or 
a  Weather-glafiy  for  if  fhe  founds,  ’tis  but  once  an  hour,  to  put  you  in  mind 
of  the  time  of  day,  or  tell  you  ’twill  be  cold  or  hot,  rain  or  inow. 

L.  Planf.  Ah,  poor  Creature !  file’s  extreamly  good  and  modelt. 

Nov .  And  for  Mrs.  Bridlec'bin ,  file’s - 

Oliv.  As  proud  as  a  Churchman’s  Wife. 

L.  Plauf  She’s  a  Woman  of  great  fpirit  and  honour,  and  will  not  make 
her  felf  cheap,  ’tis  true. 

Nov.  Then  Mrs.  Hoyden,  that  calls  all  people  by  their  Sirnames,  and  is - 

Oliv .  As  familiar  a  Duck - 

Nov.  As  and  A  Cl  refs  iu  the  Tyring  room.  There  1  was  once  before-hand 
with  you,  Madam. 

L.  Plauf.  Mrs .  Hoyden  \  a  poor,  affable,  good-  natur’d  Soul:  But  the  Di¬ 
vine  Mrs.  Trifle ,  comes  thither  too  :  fure  her  beauty,  vertue,  and  conduct, 
you  can  fay  nothing  to  ? 

Oliv.  No-' 

Nov.  No  •' - pray  let  me  fpeak,  Madam. 

Oliv.  Firft,  can  any  one  be  cali’u  beautiful  that  [quints/ 

L.  Plauf.  Her  eyes  languifh  a  little,  1  own.  - 
Nov.  Languifii  •'  ha,  ha.' 

Oliv.  Languifh  !  Then,  for  her  conduCl,  fhe  was  feen  at  the  Country. 
Wife ,  after  the  firft  day.  There’s  for  you,  my  Lord. 

L.  Plauf.  Bur,  Madam,  fhe  was  not  "feen  to  ufe  her  Fan  all  the  Play  long, 
turn  afide  her  head,  or  by  a  cocfcions  bluff,  difeover  more  guilt  than  modefiy. 

Oliv.  Very  fine  /  then  you  think  a  woman  model!,  that  fees  the  hide¬ 
ous  Country-Wife ,  without  blufhing,  or  publifhing  her  detection  of  it  ? 
D’ye  hear  him,  Coufin  ? 

Eliz..  Yesj  and  am,  I  mufl  confefs,  fomething  of  bis  opinion,  and  think, 
that  as  an  over-captious  Fool  at  a  Play,  by  endeavouring  to  flisvv  the  Au¬ 
thor's 


THE  PLAIN-DEALER.  21 

thors  want  of  Wit,  expofes  his  own  to  more  cenfure:  fo  may  a  Lady  call 
her  own  modefty  in  queflion,  by  publickly  cavilling  with  the  Poets ;  for 
all  thofe  grimaces  of  honour,  and  artificial  modefty,  difparsge  a  Woman’s 
real  Venue,  as  mu:  fa,  as  the  ufe  of  .white  and  red  does  the  natural  com¬ 
plexion  *,  and  you  mull  ufe  very,  very  little,  if  you  wou’d  have  it  thought 
your  own. 

Oliv.  Then  you  wou’d  have  a  Woman  of  Honour  with  paffive  looks,  ears, 
and  tongue,  undergo  all  the  hideous  obfcenity  file  hears  at  nafty  Plays  l 

Eliz Truly  1  think  a  Woman  betrays  her  want  of  modefty,  by  fhewing 
it  publickly  in  a  Play-houfe,  as  much  as  a  Man  does  his  want  of  courage  by 
a  quarrel  there  ,  for  the  truly  model!;  and  Haul  fay  leafe,  and  are  kaft 
exceptious,  cfpecially  in  publick. 

Oliv.  O  hideous!  Coufin,  this  cannot  be  your  opinion  ^  but  you  are  one 
of  thofe  who  have  the  confidence  to  pardon  the  filthy  Play. 

Eliz..  Why,  what  is  there  of  ill  ink,  fay  you  ? 

Oliv.  O  fy,  fy,  fy,  wou’d  you  put  me  to  the  blufh  anew  ?  call  all  the 
blood  into  my  face  again?  But  to  fatisfie  you  then,  fir  ft  the  clandeftine  cb- 
feenity  in  the  very  name  of  Horner. 

Eliz..  Truly,  ’ds  fo  hidden,  I  cannot  find  it  out,  I  confefs. 

Oliv.  O  horrid  !  does  it  not  give  you  the  rank  conception,  or  image  of 
a  Goat,  or  Town-Bull,  or  a  Satyr?  nay,  what  is  yet  a  filthier  Image  than 
all  the  reft,  that  of  an  Eunuch  ? 

Mliz..  What  then  ?  1  can  chink  of  a  Goat,  a  Bull,  or  Satyr,  without  any  hurt. 

Oliv.  1,  but,  Coufin,  one  cannot  ftop  there. 

Eliz.  1  can,  Coufin. 

Oliv.  O  no  ;  for  when  you  have  thofe  filthy  creatures  in  your  head  once, 
the  next  thing  you  think,  is  what  they  do^  as  their  defiling  of  honeftMens 
Beds  and  Couch  „s,  Rapes  upon  flefeping  and  waking  Country’ Virgins,  un¬ 
der  Hedges  and  on  Haycocks :  nay,  further — - - - 

Eliz.  Nay  ;  no  farther,  Coufin,  we  have  enough  of  your  Comment  on 
the  Play,  which  will  make  you  more  afham’d  than  the  Play  it  felf. 

Oliv.  O,  believe  me,  ’tis  a  filthy  Play,  and  you  may  take  my  word  for 
a  filthy  Play,  as  fcon  as  anothers  *,  but  the  fikhieft  thing  in  that  Play,  or  any 
other  Play,  is- — — 

Eliz..  Pray  keep  it  to  your  felf,  if  it  be  fo. 

Oliv.  No,  faith,  youfhall  know  it.  I’m  refolv’d  to  make  you  out  of  love 
with  the  Play,  1  fay,  the  iewdeft,  filthieft  thing,  is  his  China  y  nay,  I  will 
never  forget  the  beaftly  Author  his  China  :  he  has  quite  taken  away  the  re¬ 
putation  of  poor  China  it  felf,  and  fully’d  the  molt  innocent  and  pretty 
Furniture  of  a  Ladies  Chamber,  infomuch  that  l  was  fain  to  break  all  my  de¬ 
fil’d  Veftels.  You  fee  I  have  none  left  j  nor  you,  I  hope. 

Eliz.  You’ll  pardon  me,  I  cannot  think  the  worfe  of  my  Chinay  for  that 
of  the  Play-houfe. 

Oliv.  Why,  you  will  not  keep  any  now  fure  !  ’tis  now  as  unfit  an  orna¬ 
ment  for  a  Ladies  Chamber,  as  the  Figures  that  come  from  Italy ,  and  other 
hot  Countries,  as  appears  by  their  nudities,  which  1  always  cover,  or  fcratch 
out,  wherefoe’re  I  find  ’em.  But  China  !  out  upon’t,  filthy  China  >  nafty, 
debauch’d  China!  Eliz. 
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Eliz.  All  this  will  not  put  me  out  of  conceit  with  China,  cor  the  Play, 
which  is  A&ed  to  day,  or  another  cf  the  famebeaftly  Author’s,  as  you  call 
him,  which  Til  go  fee. 

ff  01: v.  You  will  not  fare!  nay,  you  (ha’  not  venture  your  reputation  by 
going,  and  mine  by  leaving  me  alone  with  two  men  here  :  nay,  you’ll  dif- 
oblige  me  for  ever,  if — [P nils  her  back. 

Ehz..  i  ft  ay  !• - your  Servant.  [Exit  Eliza. 

OUv.  Well— - but,  my  Lord,  tho’  you  juftifie  every  body,  you  cannot  in 

earned  uphold  fobeaftlya  Writer,  whofe  Ink  isfo  fmutty,  as  one  may  fay. 

L.  Plan/.  Faith,  1  dare  fwear  the  poor  man  did  not  think  to  difobiige 
the  Ladies,  by  any  amorous,  fofc,  pallionate,  lufcious  faying  in  his  Play. 

OUv.  Fy,  my  Lord-,  but  what  think  you,  Mr.  Novel ,  of  the  Play?  tho’ 
I  know  you  area  Friend  to  all  that  are  new. 

Nov.  Faith,  Madam,  l  muft  confefs,  the  new  Plays  wou’d  not  be  the  worfe 
for  my  advice,  but  Icou’d  never  get  the  fitly  Rogues,  the  Poets,  to  mind  what 
I  fay  '7  but  i’ll  tell  you  what  counie'l  I  gave  the  furlv  Fool  you  fpake  of. 

Oliv.  What  was’t  ? 

Nov .  Faith,  to  put  this  Play  in  Rithme*,  for  Rithrce,  you  know  often 
makes  myftical  Nonfence  pafs  with  the  Cridcks  for  Wit,  and  a  double 
meaning  faying  with  the  Ladies,  for  fofc,  tender,  and  moving  Paffion.  But 

now  I  talk  of  paffion,  I  faw  your  old  Lover  this  morning - -Captain- - 

[Whifters. 

Enter  Captain  Manly,  Freeman  and  Fidelia  /landing  behind. 

OUv.  Whom  ? - n3y,  you  need  not  whifper. 

Man .  We  are  luckily  got  hither  unobfervM: — How!  in  a  dofe  conver- 
fation  with  thefe  fuppleRafcals,  the  Out-cafts  of  Sempftrefies  fhops? 

Free.  Faith,  pardon  her.  Captain,  that  fince  fhe  cou’d  no  longer  be  en¬ 
tertain’d  with  your  manly  bluntnefs,  and  heneft  Love,  fhe  takes  up  with 
the  pert  chat  and  common-place  flattery  of  thefe  fluttering  Parrots  of  the 
Town,  Apes  and  Ecchoes  of  Men  only. 

Man.  Do  not  you,  Sir,  play  the  Eccho  too,  mock  me,  dally  with  my  own 
words,  and  ftiew  your  felf  as  impertinent  as  they  are. 

Free .  Nay,  Captain - - — 

Ftd.  Nay,  Lieutenant,  do  not  excufe  her,  methinks  fhe  looks  very  kind¬ 
ly  upon  ’em  both,  and  feems  to  be  pleas’d  with  what  that  Foci  there  fays  to 

her. 

Man.  You  lye,  Sir,  and  hold  your  peace,  that  I  may  not  be  provok’d  to 
give  you  a  worfe  reply. 

Oliv.  Manly  return’d,  d’ye  lay  !  And  is  he  fife  ?  , 

[ Whifpers  to  Plaufible. 

Man.  She  yet  Lems  concerned  for  my  fafety,  and  perhaps  they  are  ad¬ 
mitted  now  here  but  for  their  news  of  me  *,  for  intelligence  indeed  is  the 
common  Pafsport  of  naufeous  Fools,  when  they  go  their  round  of  good 
Tables  and  Houles.  1  [si fide. 

Oliv.  1  heard  of  his  fighting  only,  without  particulars  and  confefs  I  al¬ 
ways  lov’d  hisBrutal  Courage,  becaufe  it  made  me  hope  it  might  rid  me  of 

his 
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his  more  Brutal  Love. } 

Man,  What’s  that  ? 

Oliv.  But  is  he  at  fall  return’d,  d’ye  fay,  unhurt f  ' 

Nov.  Ay  faith, without  doing  his  bufinefs  ;  for  the  Rogue  has  been  thefe  two 
years  pretending  to  a  wooden  Leg,  which  he  wou’d  take  from  Fortune,  as 
kindly  as  the  Staff  of  a  Mar[hal  of  France^  and  rather  read  his  Name  in  a  Gazer, 

Oliv.  Than  in  the  Entail  of  a  good  Ernate. 

Man,  Sol— -  [ [Afide , 

Nov.  I  have  an  Ambition,  I  muff  confefs,  of  Iofing  my  heart,  before  fuch 
a  fair  Enemy  as  your  felf,  rvladam,  but  that  filly  Rogues  fhou’d  be  ambiti¬ 
ous  of  Iofing  their  Arms,  and - — 

Oliv.  Looking  like  a  pair  of  Compafifs.  , 

Nov.  But  be  has  no  life  of  his  Arms,  but  to  fet  ’em  onJKiffibGw,  for  he 
never  pulls  off  his  Hat,  at  lead  not  to  me,  i’rn  fure for  you  mufc-  know, 
Madam,  he  has  a  fantaftical  hatred  to  good  Company:  he  can’t  abide  me, 

L.  Plan f.  O,  be  not  fo  fevere  to  him,  as  to  fay  be  hates  good  Company  *, 
fori  allure  you,  he  has  a  great  refpedt,  efteem  and  kindnefs  for  me. 

Man.  That  kind,  civil  Rogue  has  fpoken  yet  ten  thoufand  times  worfe  of 
me,  than  t’other. 

Oliv.  Weil,  if  he  be  return’d,  Mr.  Novel ,  then  fhall  1  be  pefler’d  again 
with  his  boiflerous  Sea-Love  ^  have  my  Alcove  fmeli  like  a  Cabin,  my 
Chamber  perfumed  with  his  Tarpaulin  Brandenburgh,  and  hear  Voliies  of 

Brandy  fighs,  enough  to  make  a  Fog  in  ones  Room.  Foh'  1  hate  a  Lover 

that  fmells  like  Thames  ftreet. 

Man.  I  can  bear  no  longer,  and  need  hear  no  more.  [ Afide , 

But,  fince  you  have  thefe  two  Pulviiiio  Boxes,  thefe  Efience  Bottles,  this 

pair  of  Musk  Cats  here,  I  hope,  I  may  venture  to  come  yet  nearer  you. 

Oliv.  Over-heard  us  then  / 

Nov .  I  hope  he  heard  me  not.  [Afide. 

L.  Plauf.  Moft  noble  'and  Heroick  Captain,  your  molt  oblig’d,  faithful, 
humble  Servant. 

No'ik  Dear  Tar,  thy  humble  Servant. 

Man,  Away — -Madam- - — 

Ohv.  Nay,  I  think  I  Jh3ve  fitted  you  for  liflning. 

[ \Thrnjts  Novel  and  Plaufible  on  each  fide. 

Man .  You  h2ve  fitted  me,  for  believing  you  con’d  not  be  fickle,  tho’  you 
were  young ,  con’d  noE  disenable  Love,  tho’  ’twas  your  intereft ,  nor  be 
vain,  tho’  you  were  hapdfom  •,  nor  break  your  promife,  tho’  to  a  parting 
Lover  *,  nor  abufe  your  bed:  Friend,  tho7  you  had  Wit  :  but  1  take  not  your 
contempt  of  me  worfe,  than  your  efteem,  or  civility  of  thefe  things  here, 
tho’  you  know  rem. 

Nov.  Things/ 

L.  Plauf.  Let  the  Captain  Railly  a  little. 

Man.  Yes,  things  ^  canft  thou  be  angry,  thou  thing  ? 

[Coming  up  to  Novel. 

Nov.  No,  fince  my  Lord  fays  you  fpeak  in  Raillery  j  for  though  your  Sea- 
raillery  be  fomething  rough,  yet  I  confefs,  we  ufe  one  another  to  as  bad  every 

day, 
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day.,  at  lockfts,  and  never  quarrel  for  the  matter. 

L  Planf.  Nay,  noble  Captain,  be  not  angry  with  him  :  a  word  with  you, 
I  befeech  you - '  to  Manly. 

Oliv.  Well,  we  Women,  like  the  reft  of  the  Ch'eatsof  the  World,  when 
our  Cullies  or  Creditors  have  found  us  out,  and  will,  or  can  truft  no  longer, 
piy  Debts,  and  fatisfi'e  Obligations,  with  a  quarrel,  the  kindeft  Prefent  a 
Man  can  make  to  his  Miftrefs,  when  he  can  make  no  more  Prefents:  for 
oftentimes  in  Love,  as  at  Cards,  we  were  forc’d  to  Play  foul,  only  to  give 
over  the  game ;  and  ufe  our  Lovers  like  the  Cards,  when'  we  can  get  no  more 
by ’em,  throw ’em  up  in  a  per,  upon  the  ftrfi:  difpute.  [ \Afide . 

Man .  My  Lord,  all  that  you  have  made  me  know  by  your  whifpering, 
which  l  knew  not  before,  is,  that  you  have  a  (linking  breath,  there’s  a  fe- 
cret,  for  your  fecret.  - 

L .  Plauf.  Pfliaw  !  Pfhaw  ! 

Man.  But,  Madam,  tell  me,  pray,  what  was’t,  about  this  Spark,  ccu’d 
take  you  ?  was  it  the  merit  of  his  fafhionable  Impudence,  the  brisknefs  of  his 
noife,  the  wit  of  his  laugh,  his  Judgment:  or  fancy  in  his  garniture?  or  was 
it  a  welbtrkn’d  Glove,  or  the  Scent  of  it  that  charm’d  you  ? 

Nov.  Very  well,  Sk,  ’gad  thrfeSea  Captains  make  nothing  of  drefling : 
but  let  me  tell  you,  Sir,  a  man  by  h;s  cl  refs,  as  much  as  by  any  thing,  (hews 
his  wit  and  judgment,  nay,  and  his  courage  too. 

Free.  How,  his  courage,  Mr.  Novel? 

Nov.  Why,  for  example,  by  red  breeches,  tuck’d  up  Hair  and  Perruke,  a 
greafi:  Broad- Brit,  and  now  adays  a  fhort  Sword. 

Man.  Thy  courage,  will  appear  more  hy  thy  Belt,  than  thy  Sword)  I  dare 
fwear/  Then,  Madam,  for  this  gentle  piece  of  courtefie,  this  man  of  t3me 
Honour,  what  cou’d  you  find  in  him  f  was  it  his  Isngtiilhing  affedted  tone  ? 
his  mannerly  look  ?  his  fecond-hand  flattery?  the  refufe  of  the  Play-houfe 
tiring-rooms?  or  his  flavifh  obfequioufnefs,  in  watching  at  the  door  of  your 
Box  at  the  Play-houfe,  for  your  hand  to  your  Chair?  or  his  janty  way  of 
playing  with  your  Fan?  or  was  it  the  Gun-powder  fpot  on  his  hand,  or  the 
Jewel  in  his  ear,  that  purchas’d  your  Heart  ? 

Oliv.  Good  jealous  Captain,  no  more  of  your  - - 

L.  PUnf.  No,  let  him  go  on,  Madam,  for  perhaps  he  may  make  yoa 
laugh  :  and  I  wou’d  contribute  to  your  pleafure  any  way. 

Man.  Gentle  Rogue / 

Oliv,  No,  noble  Captain,  you  cannot  fure  think  any  thing  cou’d  take  me 
more  than  that  heroick  Title  of  yours.  Captain  \  for  you  know  we  Women 
love  honour  inordinately. 

Nov.  Ha,  ha,  faith  (he  is  with  thee,  Bully,  for  thy  Railery. 

Man.  Faith  fo  fnall  i  be  with  you,  no  Bully,  for  your  grinning. 

A  fide  to  Novel. 

Oliv.  Then  that  noble  Lyon-like  meen  of  yours,  that  Soldier-like  weather¬ 
beaten  complexion,  and  that  manly  roughnefs  of  your  voice  ;  how  can  they 
otherwife  than  charm  us  Women,  who  hate  Effeminacy  ! 

Nov.  Ha,  ha !  Faith  l  can’t  hold  from  laughing. 

Man.  Nor  (hail  I  from  kicking  anon.  X^Afde  to  Novel. 

Oliv . 
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Oliv.  And  then,  that  Gaptain-like  carelefneft  in  y our  dr efs,  botefpeeiai- 
ly  your  Scarf-,  ’twas  juft  fuch  another,  only  a  little  higher  ty’cl,  made  me  in 
love  with  toy  Taylor  as  he  paft  by  my  Window  the  laft  Training-  day;  for 
we  Women  adore  a  Martial  Man,  and  you  have  nothing  wanting  co  make 
you  more  one,  or  mope  agreeable,  but  a  woodep  Leg. 

L.  Plauf  Nay^gi’faith,  there  your. Ladylhip  was  a  Wag,  and  it  was  line, 
juft,  and  well  Railly’d. 

Nov,  Ay,  ay,  Madam,  with  you  Ladies  too_JVIartial  Men  mull  needs 
be  very  killing.  ... 

Man.  Peace,  you  Bartholomew- Fair  Buffoons  ;  and  be  not  you  vain  that 
thefe  laugh  on  your  fide,  for  they  will  laugh  at  their  own  . dull  jells ;  but  no 
more  of ’em,  for  I  will  only  fuffer  now  this  Lady  to  be  witty  and  merry. 

Oliv.  You  wou’d  not  have  your  Panegyrick  interrupted.  1  go  on  then 
to  your  humor.  Is  there  any  thing  more  agreeable,  then  the  prettie 
fullennefs  of  that  ?  then  the  greatneis  of  your  courage  ?  which  moll  of  all 
appears  in  your  fpivit  of  contradiction,  for  you  dare  give  all  Mankind  the 
lye  ;  and  your  opinion  is  your  only  Miftrefs,  for  you  renounce  that  too? 
when  it  becomes  another  Mans. 

Nov.  Hah,  hah !  I  cannot  hold,  1  mull  laugh  at  thee  Tar,  faith ! 

L.  Plauf  And  i’faith,  dear  Captain,  I  beg  your  pardon,  and  leave  to  laugh 
at  you  too,  tho,  l  proteft  I  mean  you  no  hurt ;  but,  when  a  Lady  Raillies,  a 
Hander  by  mult  be  complaifaht,  and  do  her  reafon  in  laughing:  Hah,  ha. 

Man.  Why,  you  impudent,  pitiful  Wretches,  you  prefume  fure  upon 
your  Effeminacy  to  urge  me  -,  for  you  are  in  all  things  fo  like  Women,  tha£ 
you  may  think  it  in  me  a  kind  of  Cowardife  to  beat  you. 

Oliv.  No  Hedoring,  good  Captain. 

Man.  Or,  perhaps,  you  think  this  Ladies  prefence  recures  you;  bul  have 
a  care,  fhe  has  talk’d  her  felf  out  of  all  the  refped  I  had  for  her  ;  .and  by  u- 
ling  me  ill  before  you,  has  given  me  a  priviledge  of  ufing  you  fo  before  her  ; 
but  if  you  wou’d  preferve  your  refped  to  her,  and  not  be  beaten  before 
her,  go,  be  gone  immediately.  -  . 

Nov.  Begone/  what? 

L  Plauf  Nay,  worthy,  noble,  generous  Captain. 

Man.  Be  gone,  l  fay. 

Nov.  Be  gone  again  !  to  us  be  gone ! 

Man.  No  chattering,  Baboons,  inftantly  be  gone.  Or - - — ~ 

f  Manly  futs'em  out  of  the  Room  :  Novel  firutsr  Piaufible  cringe  si 

Nov.  Well,  Madam,  we’ll  go  make  the  Cards  ready  in  your  Bed-cham¬ 
ber  :  funyyou  will  not  Hay  long  with  him.  f£*  Plauf  Nov. 

Oliv.  Turn  hither  your  rage,  good  Captain  Swagger- huff,  and  be  fancy 
with  your  Millrefs,  like  a  tree  Captain  ;  but  be  civil  to  your  Rivals  and 
Betters,  and  do  not  threaten  any  thing  but  me  here ;  no,  not  fo  much  as 
my  Windows,  cor  do  not  think  your  felf  in  the  Lodgings  of  one  of  your 
Suburb- Miltreffes  beyond  the  Tower  y 

Man.  Do  not  give  me  caufe  to  think  fo,  for  thefe  lefs  infamous  Women 
part  with  their  Lovers,  juft  as  you  did  from  me,  with  unforc’d  vows  of 
conftancy,  aqd  floods  of  willing  tears;  but  the  fame  winds  away  their 
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Lovers  and  their  vows :  And  for  their  grief,  if  the  credulous  unexpe&ed 
Fools  return,  they  find  new  Comforters,  frefh  Cullies,  fuch  as  I  found  here. 
The  mercenary  love  of  thofe  Women  too  fufFers  fhipwrack,  with  their  Gal¬ 
lants  fortunes  *,  now  you  have  heard  Chance  has  us’d  me  fcurvily,  therefore 
you  do  too.  Well,  perfevere  in  your  ingratitude,  falfhood,  and  difdain ; 
have  conftancy  in  fomething,  and  I  promife  you  to  be  as  juft  to  your  real 
fcorn,  as  1  was  to  your  feign’d  love :  And  henceforward  will  defpife,  con¬ 
temn,  hate,  loath,  and  deteft  you,  moft  faithfully. 

Enter  Lettice. 

Oliv.  Get  the  Hombre-Cards  ready  in  the  next  Room,  Lettice ,  and - - 

[  Whiff  ers  to  Lettice. 

Free.  Bravely  refolv’d.  Captain. 

Fid.  And  you’ll  be  fure  to  keep  your  word,  I  hope,  Sir  ? 

Man.  1  hope  fo  too.. 

Fid.  Do  you  but  hope  it.  Sir  i*  if  you  are  not  as  good  as  your  word, 
’twill  be  the  firft  time  you  ever  brag’d,  fure. 

Man.  She  has  reftor’d  my  reafon  with  my  heart. 

Free .  But  now  you  talk  of  reftoring,  Captain,  there  are  other  things 
which,  next  to  one’s  heart,  one  wou’d  not  part  with  j  I  mean  your  Jewels 
and  Money,  which  it  feems  (he  has.  Sir. 

Man.  What’s  that  to  you.  Sir  ? 

Free.  Pardon  me,  whatfoever  is  yours,  I  have  afhare  in’t,  J’tn  fure,  which 
I  will  not  lofe  for  asking,  tho’  you  may  be  too  generous,  or  too  angry  now 
todo’c  your  felf. 

Fid.  Nay,  then  I’ll  make  bold  to  make  claim  too. 

[Both going  towards  Olivia. 

Man -  Hold,  you  impertinent  officious  Fops— — 

How  have  l  been  deceiv’d  /  ,  [Jfide. 

Free.  Madam,  there  are  certain  Appurtenances  to  a  Lover’s  heart,  call’d 
Jewels,  which  always  go  along  with  it. 

Fid.  And  which,  with  Lovers,  have  no  value  in  themfelves,  but  from  the 
heart  they  come  with ;  our  Captains,  Madam,  it  feems  you  fcorn  to  keep, 
and  much  more  will  thofe  worthlefs  things  without  it,  I  am  confident. 

Oliv.  A  Gentleman  fo  well  made  as  you  are,  may  be  confident — -us  ea- 
fie  Women  cou’d  not  deny  you  any  thing  you  ask,  if  ’twere  for  your  felf  • 
but,  fince  ’tis  for  another,  1  beg  your  leave  to  give  him  my  anfwer.  (An  a- 

greesble  young  fellow  this  ! - And  wou’d  not  be  my  Averfion  !)  [^/ide.'j 

Captain,  your  young  Friend  here  has  a  very  perfwading  Face,  I  confefs ;  yes 
you  might  have  ask'd  me  your  felf  for  thofe  Trifles  you  left  with  me,  which 
(heark  you  a  little,  for  I  dare  truft  you  with  the  fecret:  you  area  Man  of  fo 
much  Honour  I’m  fure*, )  I  fay  then,  not  expecting  your  return,  or  hoping 

ever  to  fee  you  again,  1  have  deliver’d  your  Jewels  to- - [J fide  to  Man. 

Man.  Whom  ? 

Oliv.  My  Husband. 

Man.  Your  Husband  ! 

Ohv.  Ay,  my  Husband ;  for  fince  you  cou’d  leave  mer  1  am  lately  and 
privately  marry’d  to  one,  who  is  a  Man  of  fo  much  Honour  and  Experience 

in 
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in  the  World,  that  I  dare  not  ask  him  for  your  Jewels  again  to  reftore  ’em 
to  you  •,  left  he  fhould  conclude  you  never  wou’d  have  parted  with  ’em  to  me, 
on  any  other  fcore,  but  the  exchange  of  my  Honour :  which  rather  than 
you’d  let  me  lofe,  you’d  lofe  I’m  fure  your  felf,  thofe  Trifles  of  yours. 

Man.  Triumphant  impudence  '  but  married  too  ! 

Oliv,  O,  fpeak  not  fo  loud,  my  Servants  know  it  not :  1  am  marry’d  » 
there’s  no  reflfting  one’s  Deftiny,  or  Love,  you  know. 

Man.  Why  did  you  love  him  too  ? 

Oliv.  Moft  paflionately  ;  nay,  love  him  now,  tho’  I  have  marry’d  him, 
and  he  me:  which  mutual  love,  I  hope  you  are  too  good,  too  generous  a 
Man  to  difturb,  by  any  future  claim,  or  vifits  to  me.  ’Tis  true,  -he  is  now 
abfent  in  the  Country,  but  returns  (hortly  ^  therefore  I  beg  of  you,  for 
your  own  eafe  and  quiet,  and  my  Houour,  you  will  never  fee  me  more. 

Man.  I  with  l  never  hadfeen  you. 

Oliv.  But  if  you  Ihou’d  ever  have  any  thing  to  fay  to  me  hereafter,  leg 
that  young  Gentleman  there  be  your  Meffenger. 

Man.  You  wou’d  be  kinder  to  him :  1  find  he  fhou’d  be  welcome. 

Oliv.  Alas,  his  youth  wou’d  keep  my  Husband  from  fufpicions,  and  his 
vifits  fromfcandal  •,  for  we  Women  may  have  pity  for  fuch  as  he,  but  no 
love  :  And  1  already  think  you  do  not  well  to  fpirit  him  away  to  Sea,  and 
the  Sea  is  already  but  too  rich  with  the  fpoils  of  the  fhore. 

Man.  True  perfed  Woman ! - If  I  cou’d  fay  any  thing  more  injurious 

to  her  now,  1  wou’d  y  for  I  cou’d  out* rail  a  bilk’d  Whore,  or  a  kick’d  Co¬ 
ward  :  but,  now  I  think  on’t,  that  were  rather  to  difcover  my  love  than 
hatred ;  and  I  muft  not  talk*,  for  fomething  I  muft  do.  [Jfidei 

Oliv.  I  think  1  have  given  him  enough  of  me  now,  never  to  be  troubled 
with  him  again- - — 

Enter  Lettice. 

Well,  Lettice ,  are  the  Cards  and  all  ready  within  ?  I  come  then.  Cap¬ 
tain,  I  beg  your  pardon  :  You  will  not  make  one  at  Hombre? 

Man.  No,  Madam,  but  I’ll  wilh  you  a  little  good  luck  before  you  go. 

Oliv.  No,  if  you  wou’d  have  me  thrive,  Curfe  me  ?  for  that  you’ll  do 
heartily,  l  fuppofe. 

Man.  Then  if  you  will  have  it  fo,  May  all  the  curfes  light  upon  you  Wo¬ 
men  ought  to  fear,  and  you  defsrve  j  firft  may  the  Curfe  of  loving  Play 
attend  your  fordid  Covetoufnefs,  and  Fortune  cheat  you,  by  trufting  to 
her,  as  you  have  cheated  me  \  the  Curfe  of  Pride,  or  a  good  Reputation, 
fall  on  your  Lulls  j  the  Curfe  of  Affectation  on  your  Beauty  ;  the  Curfe  of 
your  Husband’s  company  on  your  Pleafures  \  and  the  Curfe  of  your  Gal¬ 
lants  difappointraents  in  his  abfence  *,  and  the  Curfe  of  fcorn,  jealoufie,  or 
defpair,  on  your  love  :  and  then  the  Curfe  of  loving  on. 

Oliv.  And  to  requite  all  your  Curfes,  l  will  only  return  you  your  laft  \  may 
the  Curfe  of  loving  me  ftill,  fall  upon  your  proud  hard  Heart,  that  cou’d  be  fo 
cruel  to  me  in  thefe  horrid  Curfes :  but  heaven  forgive  you.  [Exit  Oliv. 

Man.  Hell  and  the  Devil  reward  thee. 

Free.  Well,  you  fee  now,  Miftreffes,  like  Friends,  are  loft  by  letting ’em 
handle  your  Money  \  and  moft  Women  are  fuch  kind  of  Witches,  who  can 
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have  no  power  over  a  Man,  unlefs  you  give  ’em  Money  :  but  when  once 
they  have  got  any  from  you,  they  never  leave  you  till  they  have  all :  there-, 
fore  1  never  dare  give  a  Woman  a  farthing. 

Man.  Well,  there  is  yet  this  comfort  by  lofing  one’s  Money  with  one’s 
Miftrefs,  a  man  is' out  of  danger  of  getting  another  y  of  being  made  prize 
again  by  Love-,  who  like  a  Pirate,  takes  .you  by  fpreading  falfe  Colours : 
but  when  once  you  have  run  your  Ship  aground,  the  treacherous  Picaroon 
loofs,  fo  by  your  ruine  you  fave  your  felf  from  flavery  at  leaft. 

Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  Mrs.  Lettice ,  here’s  Madam  Blackacre  come  to  wait  upon  her  Ho¬ 
nour. 

Man.  D’ye  hear  that  ?  let  us  be  gone,  before  (he  comes  y  for  hence  for¬ 
ward  i’ll  avoid  the  whole  damn’d  Sex  for  ever,  and  Woman  as  a  finking 
Ship.  [_Ex.  Man.  and  Fid. 

Free:  And  I’ll  ftay  to  revenge  on  her  your  quarrel  to  the  Sex ;  for  out 
of  love  to  her  Jointure,  and  hatred  to  bufinefs,  1  wou’d  marry  her,  to  make 
an  end  of  her  thouland  Suits,  and  my  thoufand  Engagements,  to  the  com¬ 
fort  of  two  unfortunate  forts  of  people }  my  Plaintifs,  and  her  Defen¬ 
dants  }  my  Creditors,  and  her  Adverfaries. 

Enter  Widow  Blackacre  led  in  by  Major  Oldfox,  and  Jerry  Blackacre 

following ,  laden  with  green  Bags. 

Wid;  ’Tis  an  arrant  Sea-Ruffian,  but  I’m  glad  1  met  with  him  at  laft,  to 
ferve  him  again.  Major,  for  the  laft  fervice  was  not  good  in  Law.  Boy, 
Duckj  Jerry,  where  is  my  Paper  of  Memorandums  ?  give  me,  Child :  fo. 
Where  is  my  Coufin  Olivia ,  now  my  kind  Relation  ? 

Free.  Here  is  one  that  wou’d  be  your  kind  Relation,  Madam. 

Wid.  What  mean  you.  Sir  } 

Free.  Why,  faith,  (tobefhori)  to  marry  you,  Widow. 

Wid.  Is  not  this  the  wild,  rude  perfon,  we  law  at  Captain  Manly's } 

Jer.  Ay,  forfooth,  an’t  pleafe. 

Wid.  What  wou’d  you  ?  what  are  you  ?  Marry  me  ! 

Free.  Ay  faith,  for  i  am  a  younger  Brother,  and  you  are  a  Widow. 

Wid.  You  are  an  impertinent  perfon,  and  go  about  your  bufinefs. 

Free.  1  have  none,  but  to  marry  thee.  Widow. 

Wid.  But  I  have  other  bufinefs  I’d  have  you  to  know. 

Free.  But  you  have  no  bufinefs  anights.  Widow  and  I’ll  make  you  plea- 
fanter  bufinefs  than  any  you  have :  for  anights  I  allure  you,  lama  man  of 
great  bufinefs  j  for  the  bufinefs - — 

Wid.  Go,  I’m  fare  you’re  an  idle  Fellow. 

Free.  Try  me  but,  Widow,  and  imploy  me  as  you  find  my  abilities, 
and  hiduftry. 

Old.  Pray  be  civil  to  the  Lady,  Mr.— — -^ihe  is  a  perfon  of  Quality,  a 
perfon  that  is  no  perfon - — 

Free.  Yes,  but  fhe’s  a  perfon  that  is  a  Widow  :  be  you  mannerly  to 
‘  her,  becaule  you.are  to  pretend  only  to  be  her  Squire,  to  arm  her  to  her 
Lawyers  Chambers*,  but  I  will 'be  impudent  and  bawdy,  f6r  fhe  muft  love 
and  marry  me. 

Wid, 
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Wid.  Marry  come  up,  you  faucy  familiar  Jachj  You  think  with  us  Wi¬ 
dows,  ’tis  no  more  than  up,  and  ride.  Gad  forgive  me  now  adays,  every 
idle,  young,  he&oring,  roaring  Companion,  with  a  pair  of  turn’d  red 
Breeches,  and  a  broad  Back,  thinks  to  carry  away  any  Widow,  of  the  bell 
degree  *,  but  I’d  have  you  to  know,  Sir,  all  Widows  are  not  got  like  places 
at  Court,  by  impudence  and  importunity  only. 

Old.  No,  no,  foft,  fofr,  you  are  a  young  Man,  and  not  fit - * 

Free.  For  a  Widow?  Yes  fure,  old  Man,  the  fitter. 

Old.  Go  to,  go  to,  if  others  had  not  laid  in  their  claims  before  you - - 

Free.  Not  you  I  hope.  * 

Old.  Why  not  I,  Sir  ?  Sure  1  am  a  much  more  proportionable  match 
for  her,  than  you.  Sir  •,  1  who  am  an  eider  Brother,  of  a  comfortable  For¬ 
tune,  and  of  equal  Years  with  her. 

Wid.  How’s  that  You  unmannerly  perfon,  I’d  have  you  to  know,  I 
was  born  but  in  Am?  undtc.  Caroli  prim ’. 

Old.  Your  pardon.  Lady,  your  pardon  •,  be  not  offended  with  your  very 
Servant — —But  1  fay.  Sir,  you  are  a  beggarly  younger  Brother,  twenty 
years  younger  thanvher  ;  without  any  Land  or  Stock,  but  your  great  flock 
of  Impudence  :  therefore  what  pretenfion  can  you  have  to  her  ? 

Free.  You  have  made  it  for  me*,  firft,  becaufe  I  am  a  younger  Brother. 

Wid.  Why,  is  that  a  fufficient  Plea  to  a  Relidt  ? 

How  appears  it,  Sir  ?  by  what  foolifh  Cuftom  ? 

Free.  By  cuftom,  time  out  of  mind  only.  Then,  Sir,  becaufe  I  have  no¬ 
thing  to  keep  me  after  her  death,  1  am  the  likelier  to  take  care  of  her  life. 
And  for  my  being  twenty  years  younger  than  her,  and  having  a  fufficient 
flock  of  Impudence,  I  leave  it  to  her  whether  they  will  be  valid  exceptions 
to  me,  in  her  Widow’s  Law  or  Equity. 

Old.  Well,  (lie  has  been  fo  long  in  Chancery ,  that  I’ll  Hand  to  her  Equity 
and  Decree  between  us.  Come,  Lady,  pray  fnap  up  this  young  fnap  at  firft, 
or  we  fhall  be  troubled  with  him  -?  give  him  a  City- Widow’s  Anfwer  :  (that 
is  with  all  the  ill  breeding  imaginable)  | 'Afidetothe  Wid. 

Come,  Madam. 

Wid.  Well  then,  to  make  an  end  of  this  foolifh  Wooing,  .-foe  nothing 
interrupts  bufinefs  more ;  firft,  for  you,  Major — — 

Old.  You -declare  in.  my  favour  then? 

Free .  What,  direct  the  Court?  (Come,  young  .Lawyer,  thou  (hah  be  a 
Counfel  for  me)  £  To  Jer. 

Jer.  Gad,  I  fhall  betray  your  Caufe  then,  as  well  as  an  older  Lawyer, 
never  ftir. 

Wid.  Firft,  I  fay,  for  you,  Major,  my  walking  Hofpital  of  an  ancient 
Foundation,  thou  Bag  ofMummyj  that  woud’ft  fall  afunder,  if  *tw«re  not  for 
thy  Cere-do3ths- - - 

Old.  How,  Lady? 

Free.  Ha,  ha^ - — 

Jer.  Hey,  brave  Mother  !  ufe  all  Suitors  thus,  for  my  fake. 

Wid.  Thou  wither’d  hobling,  diftorted  Cripple  ;  nay,  thou  art  a  Cripple 
all  over  ^  wou’dft  thou  make  me  the  Staff  of  thy  Age,  the  Church  of  thy 
Decrepidnefs  ?  Me— -  Free. 
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Free.  Well  faid,  Widow !  faith,  thou  wou’dft  make  a  man  love  thee 
now,  without  diflembling. 

Wt id.  Thou  fenfelefs,  impertinent,  quibling,  driveling,  feeble,  paraly- 
tick,  impotent,  fumbling*  frigid  Nicompoop. 

Jcr.  Hey,  brave  Mother,  for  calling  of  names,  ifac  ! 

Wid.  Wou’dft  thou  make  a  Caudlemaker,  a  Nurfe  of  me?  Can’t  you  be 
Bed-rid  without  a  Bed-fellow?  Won’t  your  Swan-skins,  Furrs,  Flannels, 
and  the  fcorch’d  Trencher  keep  you  warm  there  ?  Wou’d  you  have  me  your 
Scotch  Warming-pan,  with  a  pox  to  you  ?  Me!- - - 

Old.  O  Heavens ! 

Free.  1  told  you  I  Ihou’d  be  thought  the  fitter  Man,  Major. 

Jer.  Ay,  you  old  Fobus,  and  you  wou’d  have  been  my  Guardian,  wou’d 
you  ?  to  have  taken  care  of  rny  Eftate,  that  half  of’t  fhou’d  never  come 
to  me,  by  letting  long  Leafes  at  Pepper  corn  Rents  ? 

Wid.  If  l  wou’d  have  marry’d  an  old  Man,  ’cis  well  known  I  might  have 
marry’d  an  Earl}  nay,  what’s  more,  a  Judge,  and  been  covered  the  Winter- 
nights  with  the  Lamb-skins,  which  I  prefer  to  the  Ermins  of  Nobles : 
And  durft  thou  think  I  wou’d  wrong  ray  poor  Minor,  there,  for  you? 

Free.  Your  Minor  is  a  chopping  Minor,  God  blefs  him. 

[ Strokes  Jerry  on  the  head. 

Old.  Your  Minor  may  be  a  Major  of  Horfe  or  Foot,  for  his  bignefs } 
and  it  feems,  you  will  have  the  cheating  of  your  Minor  to  your  felf. 

Wid.  Pray,  Sir,  bear  Witoefsj  cheat  my  Minor  /  I’ll  bring  my  Attron 
of  the  Cafe  for  the  flander. 

Free.  Nay,  I  wou’d  bear  falfe  Witnefs  for  thee  now,  Widow,  flnce  you 
have  done  me  juftice,  and  have  thought  me  the  fitter  Man  for  you. 

Wid.  Fair,  and  foftly,  Sir,  ’tis  my  Minor’s  Cafe,  more  than  my  own : 
And  I  muft  do  him  juftice  now  on  you. 

Free.  How  ? 

Old.  So  then. 

Wid.  You  are  firft,  (\  warrant)  fome  Renegado  from  the  Inns  of  Court 
and  the  Law^  and  thou’lt  come  to  fuffer  for’t  by  the  Law  :  that  is,  be  hang’d? 

Jer.  Not  about  your  neck,  forfooth,  I  hope. 

Free.  But,  Madam - 

Old.  Hear  the  Court. 

Wid.  Thou  art  fome  debauch’d,  drunken,  lewd,  hectoring  gaming  Com¬ 
panion,  and  want’ll  fome  Widows  old  Gold  to  nick  upon  j  but,  I  thank 
you.  Sir,  that’s  for  my  Lawyers. 

Free.  Faith,  we  fiiou’d  ne’re  quarrel  about  that  *,  for  Guineys  wou’d  ferve 
my  turn :  but,  Widow - 

Wid.  Thou  art  a  foul-mouth  Boafter  of  thy  Luft,  a  meer  Bragadochio 
of  thy  ftrength  for  Wine  and  Women,  and  will  bely  thy  felf  more  than 
thou  doft  Women,  and  art  every  way  a  bafe  deceiver  of  Women  ;  And 
wou*d  deceive  me  too,  wou’d  you  ? 

Free.  Nay,  faith,  Widow,  this  is  Judging  without  feeing  the  Evidence. 

Wid.  I  fay,  you  area  worn-out  Whoremafter,  at  five  and  twenty,  both  in 
Body  and  Fortune:  And  cannot  be  trufted  by  the  Common  Wenches  of  the 

Town, 
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Town,  left  you  fhou’d  not  pay  ’em  ;  nor  by  the  Wives  of  the  Town,  left 
yon  fhou’d  pay  ’em  -  fo  you  want  Women,  and  wou’d  have  me  your  Baud, 
to  procure  ’em  for  you. 

Free.  Faith',  if  you  had  any  good  Acquaintance,  Widow,  ’twou’d  be  ci¬ 
villy  done  of  thee  5  for  1  am  juft  come  from  Sea. 

Wid.  1  mean,  you  wou’d  have  me  keep  you  ^  that  you  might  turn  Keeper  \ 
for  poor  Widows  are  only  us’d  like  Bauds  by  you  j  you  go  to  Church  with 
us,  but  to  get  other  Women  to  lie  with.  In  fine,  you  are  a  cheating, 
choufing  Spendthrift:  And  having  fold  your  own  Annuity,  wou’d  wafte 
my  Jointure. 

Jer.  And  make  havock  of  our  Eftate  perfonal,  and  all  our  old  gilt  Plate  ; 

I  fhou’d  foon  be  Picking  up  all  our  mortgag’d  Apoftle-Spoons,  Bowls  and 
Beakers  out  of  moft  of  the  Ale-houfes,  betwixt  Hercules  FiHars  and  the  Boat - 
fwain  in  Wapping:  nay,  and  wou’d  be  fcouring  amongft  my  Trees,  and  make 
’em  knock  down  one  another,  like  routed  reding  Watchmen  at  midnight. 
Wou’d  you  fo,  Bully  ? 

Free.  Nay,  prithee.  Widow  hear  me. 

Wid .  No,  Sir,  I’d  have  you  to  know,  thou  pitiful,  paltry,  lath-baek’d  Fel¬ 
low,  if  1  wou’d  have  marry’d  a  young  Man,  ’dsweii  known,  1  cou’d  have  had 
any  young  Heir  in  Norfolk nay,  the  hopefull’ft  young  Man  this  day  at  the 
Kings 'Bench  Bar  ;  I,  that  am  a  Rdi<ft  and  Executrix  of  known  plentiful  Af- 
fits  and  parts,  who  underftand  my  felf  and  the  Law-:  And  wou’d  you  have 
me  under  Covert  Baron  again  ?  No,  Sir,  no  Covert  Baron  for  me. 

Free.  But,  dear  Widow,  hear  me.  I  value  you  only,  not  your  Jointure. 

Wid.  Nay,  Sir,  hold  there  \  I  know  your  love  to  a  Widow,  is  covetoufnefs 
of  her  Jointure  :  And  a  Widow,  a  little  ftricken  in  years,  with  a  good  Join¬ 
ture,  is  like  an  old  Manfion-houfe  in  a  good  Purchafe,  never  valu’d  ;  but 
take  one,  take  t’other  :  And  perhaps,  when  you  are  in  pofleflioo,  you’d  ne¬ 
glect  it,  let  it  drop  to  the  ground,  for  want  of  neceflafy  repairs,  or  ex- 
pences  upon’t.  , 

Free.  No,  Widow,  one  wou’d  be  fure  to  keep  all  right,  when  one  is  to 
forfeit  one’s  Leafe  by  dilapidation. 

Wid.  Fie,  fie,  I  negled  my  hufinefs,  with  this  foolifh  difcourfe  of  Love. 
ferry  Child  let  me  fee  the  Lift  the  Jury  :  Pm  fure  my  Coufia  Olivia  has 
fome  Relations  amongft  ’em.  But  where  is  fhe  ? 

Free.  Nay,  Widow,  but  hear  me  one  word  only. 

Wid.  Nay,  Sir,  no  more,  pray  •  1  will  no  more  hearken  again  to  your 
foolifh  love  motions,  than  to  offers  of  Arbitration.  W7id.  andjcrr. 

Free  Weil,  I’ll  follow  thee  yet-,  for  he  that  has  a  pretenfion  at  Court, 
or  to  a  Widow,  muft  never  give  over  for  a  little  ill  ufsge. 

Old.  Therefore  I’ll  get  her  by  Afliduity,  Patience  and  Long-fufferings, 
which  you  will  not  undergo  for  you  idle  young  Fellows  leave  off'  Love,, 
when  it  comes  to  be  Bufinefs*,  and  Induftry  gets  more  Women  than  Love. 

Free.  Ay,  Induftry  the  Fool’s  and  old  Man’s  merit:,  but  I’ll  beinduftrious 
too,  and  make  a  bnfinefs  on’t,  and  get  her  by  Law,  Wrangling,  and  Gon- 
tefts,  and  not  by  fufferings :  And,  becaufe  you  are  no  dangerous  Rival, 
i’ll  give  thee  Counfel,  Major. 

if 
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If  you  Litigious  Widow  e're  won? d  gain, 

.  Sigh  not  to  her,  hat  by  the  Law  complain :  ,v> 

To  her ,  as  to  a  Bavod ,  Defendant  Jue 

With  Statutes ,  and  make  Juftice  pimp  for  you ,  Exeunt. 

Finis  A&us  Secundi. 


ACT  III.  SCENE  1. 

Weftminfter-Hall. 

Enter  Manly  and  Freeman,  two  Sailors  behind. 


Man.  T  Hate  this  place,  worfe  than  a  Man  that  has  inherited  a  Chancery - 
JL  Suit:  I  wiih  I  were  well  out  on’e  again. 

Free.  Why  you  need  not  be  afraid  of  this  place  :  for  a  Man  without  Mo¬ 
ney,  needs  no  more  fear  a  crowd  of  Lawyers,  than  a  crow’d  of  Pick-pockets. 

Man.  This,  the  Reverend  of  the  Law  wou’d  have  thought  the  Palace  or 
Refidence  of  Juflice  j  but,  if  ii  be,  (he  lives  here  with  the  State  of  a  Turkjjh 
Emperour,  rarely  feen*,  and  befieg’d  rather  than  defended,  by  her  nume¬ 
rous  black  Guard  here. 

Free-.  Methinks,  ’tis  like  one  of  their  own  Halls,  in  Chriftmaj  time,  whi¬ 
ther,  from  all  parts,  Fools  briag  their  Money,  to  try,  by  the  Dice  (not 
the  worft  Judges)  whether  it  dull  be  their  own,  or  no  :  But  after  a  tedious 
fretting  and  wrangling,  they  drop  away  all  their  Money,  on  both  lides  ^ 
and  finding  neither  the  better,  at  lalt,  go  emptily  and  lovingly  away  to¬ 
gether,  to  the  Tavern,  joining  their  Curies  againft  the  young  Lawyers 
Box,  that  fweeps  ail,  like  the  old  ones. 

Man .  Spoken  like  a  Revelling  Chriftmas  Lawyer. 

Free.  Yes,  I  was  one;  I  confefs;  but  was  fain  to  leave  the  Law,  out  of 
Confcience,  and  fall  to  making  falfe  Mufters :  rather  chufe  to  Cheat  the 
King,  than  his  Sub'jefts  •,  Plunder,  rather  than  t3ke  Fees. 

Man.  Well,  a  Plague,  and  a  Purfe  Famine  light  on  the  Law ;  and  that 
Female  limb  of  it,  who  dragM  me*  hither  to  day:  but  pr’ythee  go  fee  if 
in  that  croud  of  dagled  Gowns  there,  thou  canft  find  her.  . 

[Pointing  to  a  crowd  of  Lawyers ,  at  the  end  of  the  Stage . 

[Exit  Freeman. 


Manet  Manly. 

How  hard  it  is  to  be  an  Hypocrite! 

At  leaR  to  me,  who  am  but  newly  fo. 

I  thought  it  once  a  kind  of  Knavery, 

Nay,  Cowardife,  to  hide  ones  faults ;  but  now 
The  common  frailty,  Love,  becomes  my  fhame. 

He  muff  not  know  I  love  th’ungrateful  ltd!, 

Left  he  contemn  me,  more  thanfhe:  fori,  It 
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It  feems  can  undergo  a  Womans  fcorn, 

But  not  a  Mans- - - 

Enter  to  him  Fidelia. 

Fid.  Sir,  good  Sir,  Generous  Captain. 

Man,  Pr’ythee,  kind  impertinence,  leave  %me.  Why  fhou’dft  thou  fol¬ 
low  me,  flatter  my  Generofity  now,  fince  thou  knoweft  I  have  no  Money 
left.?  if  l  had  it,  I’d  give  it  thee,  to  buy  my  quiet. 

Fid.  I  never  follow’d  yet,  Sir,  Reward  or  Fame,  but  you  alone-,  nor  do 
I  now  beg  any  thing,  but  leave  to  fhare  your  miferies :  You  fhou’d  not  be  a 
Niggard  of ’em,  fince,  methinks,  you  have  enough  to  fpare.  Let  me  follow 
you  now,  becaufe  you  hate  me,  as  you  have  often  faid. 

Man.  I  ever  hated  a  Coward’s  company,  I  muft  confefs. 

Fid.  Let  me  follow  you,  till  I  am  none  then*,  for  you,  I’m  fure,  will 
through  fuch  Worlds  of  dangers,  that  I  lhall  be  enu’rd  to  ’em  }  nay  I  fhail 
be  afraid  of  your  anger  more  than  danger,  and  fo  turn  valiant  out  of  fear. . 
Dear  Captain,  do  not  caft  me  off  till  you  have  try’d  me  once  more:  do  not, 
do  not  go  to  Sea  again  without  me. 

Man.  Thou  to  Sea  !  to  Court,  thou  Fool  -7  remember  the  advice  I  gave 
thee :  thou  art  a  handfome  Spaniel,  andcanft  fawn  naturally  ?  go,  busk  about, 
and  run  thy  felf  into  the  next  great  Man’s  Lobby  :  firft  fawn  upon  the  Slaves 
without:,  and  then  run  into  the  Ladies  Bed-Chamber;  thou  may’ft  be  ad¬ 
mitted  at  laft,  to  tumble  her  Bed  :  go  feek,  1  fay,  and  lofe  me  ;  for  I  am  not 
able  to  keep  thee:  I  have  not  Bread  for  my  felf. 

Fid.  Therefore  1  will  not  go,  becaufe  then  I  may  help  and  ferve  you. 

Man.  Thou-' 

Fid.  I  warrant  you,  Sir  -,  for  at  worft,  I  cou’d  beg  or  fteal  for  you. 

Man.  Nay,  more  bragging!  doft  thou  not  know  there’s  venturing  your 
life  in  ftealing.?  Go,  pr'ythee,  away:  thou  art  as  hard  to  fliake  off,  as 
that  flattering  effeminating  mifchief,  Love. 

Fid.  Love,  did  you  name  t  Why,  you  are  not  fo  miferable  as  to  be  yet 
in  Love,  fure  ? 

Man.  No,  no,  pr’ythee  away,  be  gone,  or - - 

I  had  almoft  difcover’d  my  Love  and  Shame;  well  if  I  had?  that  thing 

cou’d  not  think  the  worfe  of  me: - —or  if  I  did?- - no — — yes  he 

lhall  know  it - he  lhall - but' then  1  muft  never  leave  him,  fortheyare 

fuch  feerets,  that  make  Parafites  and  Pimps  Lords  of  their  Mailers-,  for  any 
flavery  or  tyranny  is  eafier  than  Love’s.  [Aftde, 

Come  hither,  fince  thou  art  fo  forward  to  ferve  me :  haft  thou  but  refolunon 
enough  to  endure  the  torture  of  a  fecret  ?  for  fuch,  to  fome,  is  in fuppor table. 

Fid .  I  wou’d  keep  it  as  fafe,  as  if  your  dear  precious  life  depended  on’t. 

Man.  Dam  your  dearnefs.  It  concerns  more  than  my  life,  my  honour. 

Fid.  Doubt  it  not,  Sir. 

Man.  And  do  not  difcover  it,  by  too  much. fear  of  difcovering  U-f  but 
have  a  great  care  you  let  not  Freeman  find  it  out. 

Fid.  1  warrant  you.  Sir,  I  am  already  all  joy,  with  the  hopes  of  your 
commands;  and  (hall be  all  wings  in  the excecution  of ’em:  fpcak  quickly. 

^  '  ,  Man, 
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Man.  You  faid  you’d  beg  for  me.^ 

'Fid.  I  did.  Sir.  . 

Man.  Then  you  fhall  beg  for  me. 

Fid.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir. 

Man.  That  is  Pimp  for  me. 

Fid.  How,  Sir  ?  .  ? 

Man.  D’ye  ftart  /  thinkeft  thou,  thou  coud’ft  do  me  any  other  lervice  ? 
Come,  no  diflembling  honour:  l  know  you  can  do  it  handfomly,  thou  were 
made  for’t :  You  have  loft  your  time  with  me  at  Sea,  you  mull  recover  it. 

Fid.  Do  not.  Sir,  beget  your  felf  more  Reafons  for  your  Averfionto  me, 
and  make  my  obedience  to  you  a  fault  :  I  am  the  unfitteft  in  the  World, 
to  do  you  fuch  a  Service. 

Man.  Your  Cunning  arguing  againft  it,  fhews  but  how  fit  you  are  for  it. 
No  more  diflsmbling:  here,  (l  fay)  you  muft  go  ufe  it  for  me,  to  Olivia. 

Fid.  To  her,  Sir  ? 

Man.  Go  flatter,  lye,  kneel,  promife,  any  thing  to  get  her  for  me:  I 
caiKiot  live  unlefs  l  have  her.  Didft  thou  not  fay  thou  wou’dft  do  any  thing, 
to  fave  my  life And  fhe  faid  you  had  a  perfwading  Face. 

Fid.  But,  did  not  you  fay,  Sir,  your  Honour  was  dearer  to  you,  than  your 
Life  ?  And  wou’d  you  have  me  contribute  to  the  lofs  of  that,-  and  carry 

love  from  you,  to  the  moft  infamous,  moft  falfe,  and- - 

Man.  And  moft  beautiful ! - -  .  '  [Sighs  afide. 

v  Fid.  Moft  ungrateful  Woman,  that  ever  liv’d  ;  for  fure  fhe  mull  be  fo, 
that  cou’d  defert  you  fo  foon,  ufe  you  fo  bafely,  and  fo  lately  too :  do  nofj 
do  not  forget  it,  Sir,  and  think - 

A  Man.  No,  I  will  not  forget  it,  but  think  of  Revenge  :  1  will  lye  with  her 
out  of  Revenge.  Go,  be  gone,  and  prevail  for  me,  or  never  fee  me  more. 
Fid.  You  fcorn’d  her  laft  night. 

Man.  I  know  not  what  I  did  laft  night ;  I  diflembled  laft  night. 

Fid.  Heavens-' 

Mari.  Be  gone,  1  fay,  and  bring  me  love  or  compliance  back,  or  hopes 
at  leaft,  or  I’ll  never  fee  thy  face  again  :  by— — 

Fid.  O  do  notfwear,  Sir,  firft  hear  me. 

Man.  I  am  impatient,  away,  you’ll  find  me  here  till  twelve.  [Turns  away. 
Fid.  Sir - - 

Map.  Not  one  word,  no  inlinuating  Argument  more,  or  foothing  per- 
fwafion  *,  you’ll  have  need  of  all  your  Rhetorick  with  her  :  go,  ftrive  to 
alter  her,  not  me  be  gone.  [  Ex.  Man.  at  the  end  of  the  Stage . 

Manet  Fidelia. 

Fid.  Shou’d  I  difeover  to  him  now  my  Sex, 

And  lay  before  him  his  ftrange  cruelty, 

7  F would  but  incenfe  it  more.- - —No,  ’cis  not  time. 

For  his  Love,  muft  1  then  betray  my  own  ? 

Were*  ever  Love  or  Chance,  till  now,  fevere  ? 

Or  fhifting  Woman  pos’d  with  fuch  a  task  ? 

Forc’d  to  beg  that  which  kills  her,  if  obtain’d  *, 

And  give  away  her  Lover  not  to  lofe  him.  [Ex.  Fidel. 

Enter 
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Enter  Widow  Blackacre  in  the  middle  of  half  a  dozen  Lawyers,  whi far'd  to 
by  a  Fellow  in  black ,  Jerry  Blackacre  following  the  Croud. 

Wid.  Offer  me  a  Reference,  you  faucy  Company  you!  d’ye  know  who 
you  fpeak  to  Art  thou  a  Solicitor  in  Chancery ,  and  offer  a  Reference  ?  A 
pretty  Feilow  !  Mr.  Serjeant  Ploddon ,  here’s  a  fellow  has  the  Impudence  to 
offer  me  a  Reference. 

Serj.  Plod.  Who’s  that  has  the  impudence  to  offer  a  Reference  within 
the fe  Walls? 

Wid.  Nay,  for  a  Splitter  of  Caufes  to  do’c  •' 

-  Serj.  Plod .  No,  Madam,  to  a  Lady  learned  in  the  Law,  as  you  are,  the 
cffer  of  a  Reference  were  to  impofe  upon  you. 

Wid.  No,  no,  never  fear  me  for  a  Reference,  Mr.  Serjeant.  But  come, 
h3ve  you  not  forgot  your  Brief?  Are  you  fure  you  flian’t  make  the  miftakc 

of. — —  Haik  you - [Whifars~\  Go  then,  go  to  your  Court  of  Common- 

Fleas,  and  fay  one  thing  over  and  over  again:  You  do  it  fo  naturally,  you’ll 
never  be  fufpeded  for  protradling  time.  > 

Serj.  Plod.  Come,  I  know  the  courfe  of  the  Courts  and  your  Buffnefs. 

\_Exit  Serj.  Plod. 

Wid.  Let’s  fee,  Jerry,  Where  are  my  Minutes  ?  Come,  Mr. Quaint,  pray 
£0  talk  a  great  deal  for  me  in  the  Chancery  ;  lei  your  words  be  eafie  and  your 
Scnfe  hard,  ray  Caufe  requires  it  :  Branch  it  bravely,  and  deck  my  Caufe 
with  flowers,  that  the  Snake  may  lie  hidden.  Go,  go,  and  be  fure  you  re¬ 
member  the  Decree  of  my  Lord  Chancellor  Tricefimo  quarO  of  the  Queen. 

Quaint.  I  will,  as  I  fee  caufe,  extenuate,  or  amplifie  Matter  of  Fad  ;  baffle 
Truth  with  impudence  ;  anfwer  Exceptions  with  Qgfftions,  tho’  never  fo 
impertinent;  for  Reafons  give ’em  words  ;  for  Law  and  Equity,  Tropes 
and  Figures  :  and  fo  relax  and  enervate  the,  finews  of  their  Argument,  with 
the  oyl  of  my  Eloquence.  But  when  my  Lungs  can  reafon  no  longer,  and 
cot  being  able  to  fay  any  thing  more  for  our  Caufe,  fay  every  thing  of  our 
Adverfary  •,  whofe  Reputation,  though  never  fo  clear  and  evident  in  the 
eye  of  the  World,  yet  with  (harp  Inve&ives — — — 

Wid .  (Alias  Billin']]? ate.) 

Quaint.  With  poinant  and  fower  Inve&ives,  I  fay,  -I  will  defate,  wipe 
out,  and  obliterate  his  fair  Reputation,  even  as  a  Record  with  the  juice  of 
Lemons  ;  and  tell  fuch  a  Story,  (for,  the  truth  on’t  is,  all  that  we  can  do 
for  our  Client,  in  Chancery ,  is  telling  a  StoryJ  a  fine  Story,  a  long  Story, 
fuch  a  Story. 

Wid.  Go,  fave  thy  breath  for  the  Caufe;  talk  at  the  Bar,  Mr.  Quaint. 
You  are  fo  copioufly  fluent,  you  can  weary  any  ones  ears,  fooner  than  your 
own  tongue.  Go,  weary  our  Adverfaries  Counfel,  and  the  Court:  Go, 
thou  art  a  fine-fpoken  perfon  :  Adad,  I  fhall  make  thy  Wife  jealous  of  me: 
if  you  can  but  court  the  Court  into  a  Decree  for  us.  Go,  Get  you  gone, 

remember - {Whifars~}  jf Exit  Quainr. 

Come,  Mr.  Blunder ,  pray  baul  foundly  for  me,  at  the  Kings-Bench  ;  bluffer, 
fputter,  queftion,  cavil ;  but  be  fure  your  Argument  be  intricate  enough  to 

F  2  confound 
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confound  the  Court :  And  then  you  do  ray  bufinefs.  Talk  what  you  will, 
but  be  fure  your  tongue  never  ftand  ftill  ^  for  your  own  noife  will  fecure 
your  Senfe  from  Cenfure :  ’tis  like  coughing  or  heming  when  one  has  got 
the  Bclly-ake,  which  ftifles  the  unmannerly  noife.  Go,  dear  Rogue,  and 
fncceed  ;  and  I’ll  invite  thee,  e’re  it  be  long,  to  more  foul’d  Venifon. 

Blund.  i’ll  warrant  you,  after  your  Verdift,  your  Judgment  fhall  not  be 
Arrelted  upon  if’s  and  and’s. 

Wid,  Come,  Mr.  Petulant,  let  me  give  you  fome  new  inftru&ions,  for 
our  Caufe  in  the  Exchequer :  Are  the  Barons  fate  ? 

Pet.  Yes,  no  *,  may  be  they  are,  may  be  they  are  not :  what  know  I  ? 
what  care  1  ? 

Wid.  Hey  day !  1  wilh  you  wou’d  but  fnap  up  the  Counfel  on  ’fcoiher  fide 
anon,  at  the  Bar,  as  much  i  and  have  a  little  more  patience  with  me,  that 
I  might  inftruft  you  a  little  better. 

Pet.  You  inftrudl  me-'  What  is  my  brief  for,  Miltrefs  ? 

Wid.- Ay, but  you  feldom  read  your  Brief, but  at  the  Bar,  if  you  do  it  then. 
Pet.  Perhaps  1  do,  perhaps  I  don’t,  and  perhaps  ’tis  time  enough  :  pray 
hold  your  felf  contented,  Miltrefs. 

Wid.  Nay,  if  you  go  there  too,  I  will  not  be  contented.  Sir,  tho’  you,  I 
fee,  will  lofe  my  Caule  for  want  of  fpeaking,  I  vVb’  not  :  You  fhall  hear  me, 
and  fhall  be  inftru&ed.  Let’s  fee  your  Brief. 

Pet.  Send  your  Solicitor  to  me,  inftrudted  by  a  Woman !  l’de  have  you 

to  know,  1  do  not  wear  a  Bar- gown - 

Wid.  By  a  Woman  '  And  I’d  have  you  to  know,  I  am  no  common  Wo¬ 
man  ;  but  a  Woman  converfant  in  the  Laws  of  the  Land,  as  well  as  your 
felf,  tho’  I  have  no  Bar*  gown. 

Pet.  Go  to,  go  to,  Miftrefs,  you  are  impertinent,  and  there’s  your 
Brief  for  you  :  inftruft  me !  [ 'Flings  her  Breviate  at  her. 

Wid .  Impertinent  tome,  you  faucy  Jack  you  !  You  return  my  Breviate, 
but  where’s  my  Fee  ?  You’ll  be  fure  to  keep  that,  and  fcan  that  fo  well,  that 
if  there  chance  to  be  but  a  brafs  Half-crown  in’c,  one’s  fure  to  hear  on’t 
again  :  wou’d  you  wou’d  but  look  on  your  Breviate  half  fo  narrowly.  But 
pray  give  me  my  Fee  too,  as  well  as  my  Brief. 

Pet.  Miltrefs,  that’s  without  Prefident.  When  did  a  Counfel  ever  return 
his  Fee,  pray  ?  And  you  are  impertinent,  and  ignorant,  to  demand  it. 

Wid.  Impertinent  again,  and  ignorant  to  me  !  Gadsbodikins,  you  puny 
Upitart  in  the  Lav/,  to  ufe  me  fo,  you  Green  Bag  Carrier,  you  Murderer  of 
unfortunate  Caufes,  the  Clerks  Ink  is  fcarce  off  of  your  Fingers,  you  that  new¬ 
ly  come  from  Lamblacking  the  Judges  fhoes,  and  are  not  fit  to  wipe  mine  *, 
you  call  me  impertinent  and  ignorant  l  1  wou’d  give  thee  a  Cuff'  on  the  ear, 
fitting  the  Courts,  if  I  were  ignorant.  Marry  gep,  if  it  had  not  been  for  me, 
thou  hadft  been  yet  but  a  hearing  Counfel  at  .the  Bar.  [Exit  Petulant. 

Enter  Mr.  Buttongown,  crofting  the  Stage  in  hafie. 

Mr.  Buttongown ,  Mr.  Buttongown ,  whither  fo  faft  ?  what,  won’t  you  flay  till 
we  are  heard  ? 

Butt,  i  cannot,  Mrs.  BUckacre ,  I  muft  be  at  the  Council,  my  Lord’s 
Caufe  Hays  there  for  me. 

Wid. 
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Wid .  And  mine  fuffers  here. 

Butt.  I  cannot  help  it. 

Wid.  I’m  undone. 

Butt.  What’s  that  to  me  ? 

Wid.  Confider  the  five  pound  Fee,  if  not  my  Caufe  :  that  was  fomething 
to  you. 

Butt.  Away,  away,  pray  be  not  fo  troublefom,  Miftrefs,  I  muft  be  gone. 

Wid .  Nay,  but  confider  a  little,  I  am  your  old  Client,  my  Lord  but  a  new 
one  *,  or,  let  him  be  what  he  will,  he  will  hardly  be  a  better  Client  to  you, 
than  my  felf:  1  hope  you  believe  I  (hall  be  in  Law  as  long  as  I  live?  there¬ 
fore  am  no  defpicable  Client.  Well,  but  go  to  your  Lord,  1  know  you 
expedt  he  (bou’d  make  you  a  Judge  one  day :  but  I  hope  his  promife  to 
you  will  prove  a  true  Lord’s  promife  :  But,  that  he  might  be  fure  to  fail 
you,  I  wilh  you  had  his  Bond  for’t. 

Butt.  But  what,  will  ycu  be  thus  impertinent,  Miftrefs  ? 

Wid.  Nay,  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  ftay ;  if  k  be  but  to  tell  me  my  Lord’s 
Cafe  :  come,  in  ftiort. 

Butt.  Nay,  then- - -  ^  C Exit  Buttongown. 

Wid.  Well,  Jerry,  obierve  Child,  and  lay  it  up  for  hereafter :  Thefe'are 
thofe  Lawyers,  who,  by  being  in  all  Caufes,  are  in  none:  therefore  if  you 
wou’d  have  ’em  for  you,  let  your  Adverfary  fee  ’em  }  for  he  may  chance 
to  depend  upon  ’em :  and  fo  in  being  againft  thee,  they’ll  be  for  thee. 

Jer.  Ay,  Mother,  they  put  me  in  mind  of  the  unconfcionable  Wooers  of 
Widows,  who  undertake  briskly  their  Matrimonial  bufinefs  for  their  Mo¬ 
ney  \  but  when  they  have  got  it  once,  let  who’s  will  drudge  for  tbem^ 
therefore  have  a  care  of  ’em,  forfooth :  there’s  Advice  for  your  Advice. 

Wid.  Well  faid,  Boy,  come,  Mr.  Splitcaufe ,  pray  go  fee  when  my  Caufe  in 
Chancery  comes  on  •,  and  go  fpeak  with  Mr.  Quillit  in  the  Kings. Bench ,  and 
Mr ,  Quirk  in  the  Common  Pleas ,  and  fee  how  our  matters  go  there. 

Enter  Major  Oldfox. 

Old.  Lady,  a  good  and  propitious  morning  to  you  ^  and  may  all  your 
Caufes  go  as  well,  as  if  I  my  felf  were  Judge  of ’em. 

Wid.  Sir,  excufe  me,  1  am  bufie,  and  cannot  anfwer  Complements  in 
Weftminfter-Hall,  Go,  Mr.  Splitcaufe,  and  come  to  me  again,  to  that  Book- 
fellers,  there  i’ll  ftay  for  you,  that  you  may  be  fure  to  find  me. 

Old.  No,  Sir,  come  to  the  other  Bcokfeliers,  I’ll  attend  your  Ladilhip 
thither.  ££**>  Splitcaufe. 

Wid.  Why  to  the  other  ? 

Old.  Becaufe  he  is  my  Bookfeller,  Lady. 

Wid.  What,  to  fell  you  Lozenges  for  your  Catarrhs  or  Medicines  for 
your  Corns ?  what  elfe  can  a  Major  deal  with  a  Bookfeller  for  ? 

Old.  Lady,  he  prints  for  me. 

Wid.  Why,  are  you  an  Author  ? 

Old.  Of  fome  few  Effays ;  deign  you,  Lady,  to  perufe  ’em.  (She  is  a 
^Voman  of  parts,  and  I  mult  win  her  by  (hewing  mine.)  f  dfide. 

The  Eookfeller^s  Boy. 

Boy.  Will  you  fee  Culpepper ,  Miftrefs  ?  Ariftotle's  Problems  f  The  Compleat 
Midwife ?  Wid . 
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Wid.  No,  let’s  fee  Dalton,  Hughs ,  Shepherd,  Wingate. 

Boy.  We  have  no  Law-books.  s  -- 

Wid.  No  ?  You  are  a  pretty  Bookfeiler  then. 

Old.  Gome,  have  you  e’re  a  one  of  my  EfTays  left  ? 

Boy.  Yes,  Sir,  we  have  enough  and  fhall  always  have  ’em. 

Old.  Howfo? 

Boy.  Why  they  are  good,  Heady,  lafting  Ware: 

Old.  Nay,  1  hope  they  will  live,  let’s  fee.  Be  pleas’d.  Madam,  to  perufe 

the  poor  endeavours  of  my  Pen  j  tho’  1  fay  it,  that’ - - 

\_Gives  her  a  Book. 

Jer.  Pray  let  me  fee  -St.  George  for  Chriflendomf  or.  The  Seven  Champions 
of  England. 

Wid.  No,  no,  give  him,  The  Toitng  Clerlfts  Guide.  What,  we  (hall  have 
you  read  your  fdf  into  a  humour  of  Rambling,  and  Fighting,  and  ftudying 
Military  Difcipline,  and  wearing  red  Breeches ! 

Old.  Nay,  if  you  talk  of  Military  Difcipline,  fhew  him  my  Trestife  of 

The  Art  of  Military. 

Wid.  Hold,  I  wou’d  as  willingly  he  ihou’d  read  a  Thy. 

jer.  O  pray,  forfooth  Mother,  let  me  have  a  Thy. 

Wid.  No,  Sirrah,  there  are  young  Students  of  the  Law  enough  fpoil’d  al¬ 
ready  by  Phys  *,  they  wou’d  make  you  in  love  with  your  Landrefs,  or  what’s 
worfe,  fome  Queen  of  the  Stage,  that  was  a  Landrefs^  and  Co  turn  Keeper 
before  you  are  of  age.  [ 'Several  crofting  the  Stage. 

But  Itay,  jerry ,  is  it  not  that  Mr.  what  dy  call  him,  that  goes  there  :  he 
that  offer’d  to  fell  me  a  Suit  in  Chancery  for  five  hundred  Pounds,  for  a  hun¬ 
dred  down,  and  only  paying  the  Clerks  Fees  ? 

Jer.  Ay,  forfooth,  ’tis  he. 

Wid.  Then  ftay  here,  and  have  a  care  of  the  Bags,  whilft  1  follow  him  : 
have  a  care  of  the  Bags,  I  fay. 

Jer.  And  do  you  have  a  care,  forfooth,  of  the  Statute  againft  Cham- 
pert  ee,  I  fay.  [Exit  Widow. 

Enter  Freeman  to  them. 

Free .  So,  there’s  a  limb  of  my  Widow,  which  was  wont  to  be  infepara- 
ble  from  her  :  fhe  can’t  be  far.  [ Afide . 

How  now,  my  pretty  Son-in-law  that  fhall  be.  Where’s  my  Widow? 

Jer.  My  Mother,  but  not  your  Widow,  will  be  forth-coming  prefently. 

Free.  Your  Servant,  Major what,  are  you  buying  Furniture  for  a  little 
fleeping  Clofet,  which  you  mifeal  a  Study  ?  For  you  do  only,  by  your 
Books,  as  by  your  Wenches,  bind  ’em  up  neatly,  and  make  ’em  fine,  for 
other  People  to  uft  ’em :  And  your  Bookfeiler  is  properly  your  Upholder  ; 
for  he  furnifhes  your  Room,  rather  than  your  Head. 

Old.  Well,  well,  good  Sea- Lieutenant,  ftudy  you  your  Compafs,  that’s 
more  than  your  head  can  deal  with.  (I  will  go  find  out  the  Widow,  to  keep 
her  out  of  his  fight,  or  he’ll  board  her,  whilft  I  am  treating  a  peace.)  £Afide. 

f£.wOIdfox. 

Manent 
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Mantnt  Freeman,  Jerry. 

Jer.  Nay?  pr’ytbee,  Friend,  now,  lee  me  have  but  the  Seven  Champions , 
you  lhal)  truft  me  no  longer  than  tiil  my  Mothers  Mr.  Splitcaufe  comes  *,  for 
I  hope  he'll  lend  me  wherewithal  to  pay  for’t. 

Free.  Lend  thee  !  here.  I’ll  pay  him.  Do  you  want  Money,  Squire  ?  I’m 
forry  a  Man  of  your  Eft  ate  ihou’d  want  Money. 

Jer.  Nay,  my  Mother  will  ne’re  let  me  be  at  Age:  And  till  then,  fne 
fays- - — 

Free.  At  Age  !  Why,  you  are  at  Age  already  to  have  ipent  an  Eftate, 
Man  ;  there  are  younger  than  you,  have  kept  their  Women  this  three  years, 
have  had  half  a  dozen  Claps,  and  loft  as  many  thoufand  pounds  at  play. 

Jer.  Ay,  they  are  happy  Sparks.'  nay,  I  know  fome  of  my  School-Fel¬ 
lows,  who  when  we  were  at/Sehoof,  were  -two  years  younger  than  me  ;  but 
now,  I  know  not  how,  are  grown  Men  before  me,  and  go  where  they  will, 
and  look  to  themfelves :  but  my  Curmudgeonly  Mother  won’t  allow  me 
wherewithal  to  be  a  Man  of  my  felf  with. 

Free.  Why,  there  ’tis;  1  knew  your  Mother  was  in  fault :  Ask  but  your 
School-Fellows  what  they  did  to  be  Men  of  themfelves. 

Jer .  Why,  I  know  they  went  to  Law  With  their  Mothers  ^  for  they  fay, 
there’s  no  good  to  be  done  upon  a  Widow-Mother,  til!  one  goes  to  Law 
with  her  :  but  mine  is  as  Plaguy  a  Lawyer  as  any’s  of  our  Inn.  Then  wou’d 
Ihe  marry  too,  and  cut  down  my  Trees:  Now  I  fhou’d  hats,  Man,  to.  have 
my  Father’s  Wife  kifs’d,  and  flapt,  and  t’other  thing  too,  (  you  know  what 
1  mean)  by  another  Man  y  and  our  Trees  are  the  pureft,  tall,  even,  fhady 
twiggs,  by  my  fa- - 

Free.  Come,'  Squire,  let  you  Mother  and  your  Trees  fall  as  Ihe  pleafes, 
rathfer  than  wear  this  Gown,  and  carry  green  Bags  all  thy  life,  and  be  point¬ 
ed  at  for  a  Tony  :  But  you  ftnlfbe  able  to  deal  with  her  yet  the  Common 
way  *,  thou  (halt  make  falfeloveto  fome  Lawyer’s  Daughter,  whofe  Father, 
upon  thy  hopes  of  thy  Marrying  her,  Thall  lend  thee  Money  and  Law,  to 

Ereferve  thy  diftate  and  Trees }  and  thy  Mother  is  fo  ugly,  nobody  will 
ave  her,  if  fhe  cannot  cut  down  thy  Trees. 

Jer.  Nay,  if  i  had  but  any  Body  to  ftand  by  me,  I  am  as  ftomachful  as 

another. 

Free.  That  will  I,  I’ll  not  fee  any  hopeful  young  GerAlermn  abus’d. 

Boy.  By  any  other  but  you  felf.  •  [Jfide. 

Jer.  The  truth  on’t  is,  mine’s  as  arrant  a  Widow-Mother  to  her  poor 
Child,  as  any’s  in  England  :  fhe  won’t  as  much  as  let  one  have  fix  pence  in 
ones  Pocket  to  fee  a  Motion,  or  the  dancing  of  the  Ropes,  or— *«— 

Free.  Come,  you  (han’t  want  Money,  there’s  Gold  for  you. 

Jer.  O  Lord,  Sir,  two  'Gurneys!  d’ye  lend  me  this?  is  there  no  trick 
in’t  ?  Well,  Sir,  I’ll  give  you  Bond  for  my  Security. 

Free.  No,  no,  thou  haft  given  me  thy  Face  for  Security :  And  any  body 
wou’d  fwear  thoudoft  not  look  like  a  Cheat.  You  fhall  have  what  you  will 
of  me  and  if  your  Mother  will  not  be  kinder  to  you,  come  to  me,  who  will. 

Jer.  By  my  fa - —he’s  a  curious  fine  Gentleman ! - -  [afide. 

But>  will  you  ftand  by  one  ? 


Free. 
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Fret.  If  you  can  be  refolute. 

Jer.  Gan  be  refoIvM  '  Gad,  if  fhe  gives  me  me  but  a  crofs  word,  I’ll  leave 
her  to  night,  and  come  to  you.  But,  now  I  have  got  Mony,  I’ll  go  to  Jack  of 
all  Trades ,  at  t’other  end  of  the  Hall ,  and  buy  the  neateft,  pureft  things- - - 

Jer.  And  I’ll  follow  the  great  Boy,  and  my  blow  at  his  mother:  fteal 
away  the  Calf,  and  the  Cow  will  follow  you. 

[Exit  Jerry ,  follow'd  by  Freeman. 

Enter,  on  the  other  fide ,  Manly,  Widow  Blackacre,  and  Old  fox. 


Man.  Dam  your  Gaufe  •,  can’t  you  lofe  it  without  me  ?  which  you  are 
like-enough  to  do,  if  it  be  as  you  fay,  an  honelt  one :  I  will  fuffer  no  longer 
for’t. 

Wid.  Nay,  Captain,  I  tell  you,  you  are  my  prime  Witnefs,  and  the 
Caufe  is  juft  now  coming  on,  Mr.  SpUtcaufe  tells  me.  Lord,  methinks  you 
lhcu’d  take  a  Pleafure  ia  walking  here,  as  half  you  fee  now  do  -,  for  they 
have  no  bufmefs  here,  1  allure  you. 

Man .  Yes,  but  I’ll  sfluce  you  then,  their  bufinefs  is  to  perfecute  me  ^  but 
d’ye  think  I’ll  flay  any  longer,  to  have  a  Rogue,  becaufe  he  knows  my  name, 
pluck  me  afide,  and  whiiper  a  News-bcok-fecret  to  me  with  a  Sinking 
breath  ?  A  feeond  come  piping  angry  from  the  Court,  and  fputter  in  my  face 
his  tedious  complaint  againft  it  ?  A  third  Law-Coxcomb,  becaufe  he  faw 
me  once  at  a  Reader’s  dinner,  come  and  pot  me  a  long  Law- Cafe,  to  make  a 
difeovery  of  his  indefatigable  dulnefs,  and  my  weary’d  patience?  A  fourth, 
a  molt  barbarous  Civil  Rogue,  who  will  keep  a  Man  half  an  hour  in  the 
crowd  with  a  bow’d  body,  and  a  hat  off,  atting  the  reform’d  Sign  of  the 
Salutation- Tavern,  to  hear  his  bountiful  profellions  of  Service  and  friendlhip  ; 
whil’ft  he  cares  not  if  I  were  damn’d,  and  I  am  wifhing  him  hang’d  out  of 
my  way }  I’d  as  foon  run  the  Gantlet,  as  walk  t’other  turn. 

Enter  to  them  Jerry  Blackacre  without  his  Bags  \  but  laden  with  Trinkets ,  which 
he  endeavours  to  hide  from  his  Mother  :  and  f  ollow’d  at  a  difance  by  Freeman. 


Wid.  O,  are  you  come.  Sir?  But  where  have  you  been,  you  Als?  And 
how  came  you  thus  Laden  ? 

Jer.  Look  here,  forfooth.  Mother,  now  here’s  a  Duck,  here’s  a  Boar- 
cat,  and  here’s  an  Owl.  .  [Making  a  noife  with  Cat-calls ,  and 

other  fuch  like  inftruments. 

Wid.  Yes,  there  is  an  Owl,  Sir. 

*  Old.  He’s  an  ungracious  Bird,  indeed. 

Wid.  But  go,  thou  Trangame,  and  carry  back  tbofe  Trangames,  which 
thou  hall  ftol’n  or  purloin’d }  for  no  body  vvou’d  trull  a  Minor  in  Weflmin - 
fer-Hall}  furs. 

jer.  Hold  your  felf  contented,  forfooth,  I  have  thefe  Commodities  by 
a  fair  Bargain  and  Sale  ;  and  there  Hands  my  Witnefs,  and  Creditor. 

Wid.  How’s  that What,  Sir,  d’ye  think  to  get  the  Mother,  by  giving 
the  Child  a  Rattle?  But  whe,re  are  my  Bags,  my  Writings,  you  Rafeal  ? 

Jer. 
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Jer.  O  Law  !  Where  are  they  indeed  ?  -  [ \Jfide . 

How,  Sirrah  ?  fpeak,  come- - * 

M an.  Who  can  tell' her,  Freeman-^  I  fuppofe.  [ylpart  to  him; 

Free.  ’Fis  true,  1  made  one  of  your  Salt-water  Sharks  flea!  ’em*  w  hi  Fit 
he  was  eagerly  chufing  his  Commodities,  as  he  calls  ’em,  in  order  to  my 
defiga  upon  his  Mother.  [_dpart  to  him. 

Wid.  Won’s  you  fpeak  ?  Where  were  you,  I  fay,  you  Son  of  a - -an  un¬ 

fortunate  Woman  ?  O,  Major,  I’m  undone  ;  they  are  all  that  concern  my 
Eftate,  my  Jointure,  my  Husband’s  Deed  of  Gift,  my  Evidences  for  ail  my 
Suits  now  depending !  What  will  become  of  them  ? 

Free.  I’in  glad  to  hear  this.  ft  JJide. 

They’ll  be  fafe,  I  warrant  you,  Madam. 

Wid.  O  where?  where?  Come,  you  Villain,  along  with  me,  and  fhew 
me  where.  ft  Exeunt  Widow,  jerry,  Oldfox. 

M anent  Manly,  Freeman. 

Man.  Thou  haft  taken  the  right  way  to  get  a  Widow,  by  making  her 
great  Boy  rebel  ^  for,  when  nothing  will  make  a  Widow  marry,  file’ll  do’i 
to  crofs  her  Children.  But  canit  thou  in  earneft  marry  this  Harpy,  this 
Volume  of  fhrivel’d  blurd  Parchments  and  Law,  this  Attornies  Desk. 

Free.  Ay,  ay,  I’ll  marry,  and  live  honeftly :  that  is,  give  my  Creditors, 
not  her,  due  benevolence,  pay  my  debts. 

M an.  Thy  Creditors,  you  fee,  are  not  fo  barbarous,  as  to  put  thee  in  Pri- 
fon,  and  wilt  thou  commit  thy  felf  to  a  noifom  Dungeon  for  thy  life  ?  which 
is  the  only  facisfadlion  thou  canft  give  thy  Creditors  by  this  match. 

Free.  Why,  is  not  (he  rich  ? 

M an.  Ay,  but  he  that  marries  a  Widow  for  her  Money,  will  find  himfeif 
as  much  mrftaken,  as  the  Widow  that  marries  a  young  Fellow  for  due  Be¬ 
nevolence,  as  you  call  it. 

Free.  Why,  d’ye  think  I  fiian’c  deferve  Wages  ?  i’ll  drudge  faithfully,. 

Man.  1  tell  thee  again,  he  that  is  the  Slave  in  the  Mine,  has  the  leaft  pro¬ 
priety  in  the  Ore:  You  may  d$g,  and  dig \  but  if  thou  wou’dft  have  the 
Money,  rather  get  to  be  her  Truftee,  than  her  Husband  5  for  a  true  Widow 
will  make  over  her  Eftate  to  any  body,  and  cheat  her  felf,  rather  than  be 
cheated  by  her  Children,  or  a  feeond  Husband  1 

Enter  to  them  Jerry  vanning  in  a  fright-. 

Jer.  O  Law!  I’m  undone.  I’m  undone,  my  Mother  will  kill  me:  You 
faid  .you’d  ftand  by  one. 

Free.  So  I  will,  my  brave  Squire,  i  warrant  thee. 

Jer.  Ay,  but  I  dare  not  ftay  till  file  comes  :  for  (he’s  as  furious,  now  (he 
has  loft  her  Writings,  as  a  Bitch  when  (he  has  loft  her  Poppies. 

Man .  The  Comparifon’s  handfome  i 

Jer.  O,  (he’s  there  ? 

Enter  Widow  Blackacre,  and  Oldfox. 

Free.  [ 'To  the  Sailor"]  Take  him  Jack^  and  make  hafte  with  him,  to  your 
Matter’s  Lodging  •,  and  be  furs  you  keep  him  up  till  1  come. 

ft  Ex,  Jerry  and  Sailor. 

Wid.  O  my  dear  Wo  sing*  '  where’s  this  heathen  Rogue,  my  Miner? 

Free,  Gone  to  drown  or  hang  himfeif.  G  Wid. 
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Wid.  No,  I  know  him  too  well,  he’ll  ne’re  be  Felo  de  fe  that  way-,  but  he 
may  go  and  chufe  a  Guardian  of  his  own  head,  and  fo  be  Felo  de  fes  biens , 
for  he  has  not  yet  chofen  one. 

Free.  Say  you  fo  ?  And  he  (han’t  want  one.  .  [ \A(ide . 

Wid.  But,  now  1  think  on5t,  ’tis  you.  Sir,  have  put  this  Cheat  upon  me  -, 
for  there  is  a  faying,  Take  hold  of  a  Maid  by  her  Smoci^,  and  a  Widow  by  her 
Writings ,  and  they  cannot  get  from  you :  But  i’ll  play  fall  and  loofe  with  you 
yet,  it  there  be  Law^  and  my  Minor  and  Writings  are  not  forth-coming. 
I’ll  bring  my  Action  of  Detinue  or  Trover.  But  firft  I’ll  try  to  find  out 
this  Guardianlefs,  gracelefs  Villain.  Will  you  jog.  Major? 

Man.  If  you  have  loft  your  Evidence,  I  hope  your  Caufes  cannot  go  on, 
and  I  may  be  gone  ? 

Wid.  O  no,  ftay  but  a  Making  Water  while,  (as  one  may  fay)  and  I’ll  be 
with  you  again.  [_Ex.  Widow,  andO ldfox.  ' 

Manent  ManH,  Freeman 

Free.  Well,  furc  I  am  the  firft  Man  that  ever  began  a  Love-Intrigue,  in 
Wcflminjler- Hall. 

Man.  No,  fure^  for  the  Love  to  a  Widow  generally  begins  here:  And 
as  the  Widow’s  Caufe  goes  againft  the  Heir  or  Executors,  the  Jointure- Ri¬ 
vals  commence  their  Suit  to  the  Widow. 

Free.  Well,  but  how,  pray,  have  you  paft  your  time  here,  fines  I  was 
forc’d  to  leave  you  alone  ?  You  have  had  a  great  deal  of  Patience. 

Man.  Is  this  a  Place  to  be  alone,  or  have  patience  in  ?  But  1  have  had  pa¬ 
tience  indeed  ^  for  1  have  drawn  upon  me,  fince  1  came,  but  three  Quarrels, 
and  two  Law-Suits. 

Free.  Nay,  faith,  you  are  too  cur  ft  to  be  let  loofe  in  the  World  y  you 
fiiou’d  be  ty’d  up  again  in  your  Sea-keand,  call’d  a  Ship.  But  how  cou’d 
you  quarrel  here  ? 

Man.  How  tou’d  I  refrain  ?  A  Lawyer  talk’d  peremptorily  and  faucily 

to  me,  and  as  good  as  gave  me  the  Lye. 

Free.  They  do  it  fo  often  to  one  another  at  the  Bar,  that  they  make  no 
Bones  on’t  elfewhere. 

Man.  However,  1  gave  him  a  CulFon  the  Ear^  whereupon  he  jogs  two 
Men,  whofe  backs  were  turn’d  to  us,  (for  they  were  reading  at  a  Bookfel- 
lea's)  to  witnefs  1  (truck  him'fi'.ting  the  Courtis  j  which  office  they  fo  readi¬ 
ly  promis’d,  that  1  call’d  ’em  Rafeals,  and  Knights  cf  the  Poftv  one  cf  ’em 
prefently  calls  two  other  abfent  Witnefies,  who  were  coming  towards  us  at 
a  diftance :  whii’ft  the  other,  'with  -a  whifper,  defires  to  know  my  name,  that 


he 'might  bav 


fa 


tisfa&ion  byway  of  Challenge,  as  t’other  by  way  of  Writ-, 
but  if  ;t  were  not  father  to  direct  Ids  Brother’s  Writ,  than  his  own  Chal¬ 
lenge:  there  you  fte  is.  one  of  my  Quarrels,  and  two  of  my  Law-Suits- 

Free.  So  : — - -and  the  other  two. 

Man,  For  defiling  a  Poet  to  leave  eff  Writing  and  turn  Lawyer,  beeaufe 
he  is  dull,  and  impudent,  and  fays  or  writes  nothing  now,  but  by  Prece¬ 
dent. 

Free*  And  the  third  Quarrel  ? 

Mari  For  giving  more  fincere  advice,  to  a  handfome,  [  well-drdl,  young 

,  fellow 
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Fellow  (who  ask’d  it  too )  not  to  marry  a  Wench,  that  he  lov’d,  and  1  had 
lay’n  with. 

Free.  Nay,  if  you  will  be  giving  your  fincere  advice  to  Lovers,  and 
Poets,  you  will  not  fail  of  Quarrels. 

Man.  Or,  if  l  ftay  in  this  place  ;  for  1  (be  more  Quarrels  crov/diog  upon 
me  :  lei’s  be  gone  and  avoid  ’em. 

Enter  Novel,  at  a  difiance^  coming  towards  them. 

A  plague  oii  him,  that  Sneer  is  ominous  to  us  ;  he  is  coming  upon  us,  and 
we  fhall  not  be  rid  of  him; 

Nov  Dear  Bully,  don’t  look  fo  grum  upon  me,  you  told  me  juft  now,  you 
had  forgiven  me  a  little  harmlefs  Raillery  upon  wooden  legs  laft  night. 

Man.  Yes,  yes,  pray  be  gone,  I  am  talking  of  bufinefs. 

Nov.  Can’t  I  hear  it  ?  i  love  thee,  and  will  be  faithful,  and  always — —— 

Man.  Impertinent !  ’tis  bufinefs  that  concerns  Freeman  only. 

Nov.  Well,  I  love  Freeman  too,  and  wou’d  not  divulge  his  fecret:  pr’y¬ 
thee  fpeak,  pr’ythee  1  moft— - 

Man.  Pr’ythee  let  me  be  rid  of  thee,  I  mull  be  rid  of  thee. 

Nov.  Faith,  thou  can’ll  hardly,  I  love  thee  fo.  Come,  1  muff  know  the 
bufinefs. 

Man.  So,  I  have  it  now.  '  [ JJide . 

Why,  if  you  needs  will  know  it,  he  has  a  quarrel,  and  his  Adversary  bids 
him  bring  two  Friends  with  him  :  now  i  am  one  ;  and  we  are  thinking  who 
we  (hall  have  for  a  third. 

Several  Crojfwg  the  Stage. 

Nov.  A  Pox,  there  goes  a  Fellow  owes  me  an  Hundred  pound,  and  goes 
out  of  Town  tomorrow:  I’ll  fpeak  with  him,  and  come  to  you  prefently. 

[.Exit  Novel, 

Man.  No,  but  you  won’t. 

Free.  You  are  dextroufly  rid  of  him. 

Enter  Old  fox.  *: 

Man .  To  what  purpofe,  fince  here  comes  another,  as  impertinent  ?  i 
know,  by  his  grin,  he  is  bound  hither. 

Old.  Your  Servant,  worthy,  noble  Captain  :  Weil,  I  have  left  the  Wi¬ 
dow,  becaufe  file  earryM  me  from  your  Company for  faith.  Captain,  I 
mult  needs  tell  thee,  thou  art  the  only  Officer  in  England ,  who  was  hot  an 
Edghill  Officer,  that  1  care  for. 

A dan.  I’m  forty  for’fi. 

Old.  Why,  wou’dft  thou  have  me  love  them  ? 

Man.  Any  body,  rather  than  me. 

Old .  What,  you  are  modeft,  I  fee!  therefore  too,  I  love  thee. 

Man .  No,  I  am  not  modeft,  but  love  to  brag  my  fdf,  and  can’t  patiently 
hear  you  fight  over  the  laft  Civil  War  ^  therefore  go  look  out  the  Fellow  i 
faw  juft  now  here,  that  walks  with  his  Stockings  and  his  Sword  out  at 
heels,  and  let  himtell  you  the  Hiftoryof  that  Scar  on  his  cheek,  to  give  you 
occafion  to  ihew  yours,  got  in  the  field  at  Bloomsbury ,  not  that  at  Edghill  ?  go 
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to  him,  poor  Fellow,  he  is  fading,  and  has  not  yet  the  happinefs  this  morning 
to  dink  of  Brandy  and  Tobacco  •,  go,  give  him  fome  to  hear  you,  I  am  bufie. 

Old.  Well,  ygad;l  love  thee  now,  Boy,  for  thy  furlinefs :  thou  art  no 
tame  Captain,  i  fee,  that  will  fuffer - - 

Man.  An  old  Fox. 

Old.  All  that  (han’t  make  me  angry:  I  confider  thou  art  peevifh)  and 
fretting  at  fome  illfuccefs  at  Law.  Pr’ythee  tell  me  what  ill  Luck  you  have 
met  with  here. 

Man.  You. 

Old.  Do  1  look  like  the  Picture  of  ill  Luck  ?  Gadfnouns  I  love  thee  more 
and  more;,  and  (hall  l  tell  thee  what  made  me  love  thee  fir  ft  ? 

Man.  Do:  that  I  may  be  rid  of  that  damn’d  quality,  and  thee. 

Old.  ’Twasthy  wearing  that  broad  Sword  there. 

M an.  Here,  Freeman,  let’s  change  :  I’ll  never  wear  it  more. 

Old  How  !  You  won’t  fare.  Pr’ythee  don’t  look  like  oneofour  Holy-day 
Captains  now  a  days,  with  a  Bodkin  by  your  fide,  your  Martinet  Rogues. 

Man.  (O,  then  there’s  hopes)  [Afide. 

what,  d’ye  find  fault  with  Martinet?  let  me  tell  you,  Sir,  ’tis  the  bvft  ex- 
erdfe  in  the  World  ;  the  moft  ready,  moft  eafie,  moft  graceful  exercife 
that  ever  was  us’d,  and  the  moft - * 

Old.  Nay,  nay,  Sir,  no  more,  Sir,  your  Servant,  if  you  praife  Martinet 
once,  1  have  done  with  you.  Sir  Martinet /  Martinet! 

[Exit  Oldfox. 

Free.  Nay,  you  have  made  him  leave  you  as  willingly,  as  ever  he  did  an 
Enemy-  for  he  was  truly  for  the  King  and  Parliament:  for  the  Parliament, 
in  their  Lift;  and  for  the  King,  in  cheating  ’em  of  their  Pay,  and  never 
hurting  the  King’s  party  in  the  Field. 

,  v  Enter  a  Lawyer  towards  them. 

Man.  A  Pox !  this  way,  here’s  a  Lawyer  1  know  threatniog  us  with  a- 
nother  greeting.  -  f 

Law.  Sir,  Sir,  your  very  Servant;  1  was  afraid  you  had  forgotten  me. 

Man.  1  was  not  afraid  you  had  forgotten  roe. 

Law.  No,  Sir,  we  Lawy  rs  have  pretty  good  memories. 

Man.  You  ought  to  have,  by  your  Wits- 

Law.  O,  you  are  a  merry  Gentleman,  Sir  ;  I  remember  you  were  merry, 
when  I  was  laft  in  your  Company. 

Man.  I  was  never  merry  in  thy  company,  Mr.  Lawyer,  fure. 

Law.  Why,  I’m  fure  you  jok’d  upon  me,  and  fnamm’d  me  all  night  long. 

Man.  Shacntn’d!  pr’ythee  what  barbarous  Law-term  is  that? 

Law.  Shamming!  Why,  don’s  you  know  that?  ’tis  all  our  way  of  Wit, 
Sir. 

Man.  I  am  glad  I  do  not  know  it  then.  Shamming!  What  does  he 
mean  by’t,  Freeman  ? 

Free.  Shamming,  is  telling  you  an  infipid,  dull  Lye,  with*  a  dull  Face, 
which  the  fly  Wag  the  Author  only  laughs  at  himfelf*  and  making  himfelf 
believe  ’tis  a  good  Jeft,  puts  the  Sham  only  upon  himfelf. 

Man.  So,  your  Lawyers  Jeff,  I  find,  like  his  practice,  has  more  Knavery, 

than 
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than  Wit  in’t.  I  fhou’d  make  the  worfl  Shammer  in  England ;  I  muft  al¬ 
ways  deal  ingenuoufly,  as  well  with  you,  Mr.  Lawyer,  and  advife  you  to  be 
feen  rather  with  Attornies  and  Solicitors,  than  fuch  Fellows  as  I  am  ;  they 
will  credit  your  Practice  more. 

Law.  No,  Sir,  your  company’s  an  honour  to  me. 

Mft n.  No,  faith,  go  thy  ways,  there  goes  an  Attorney,  leave  me  for 
him-,  let  it  be  never  laid,  a  Lawyer’s  Civility  did  him  hurt. 

Law.  No,  worthy  honour’d  Sir,  I’ll  not  leave  you  for  any  Attorney,  fure. 
Man.  Unlefs  he  had  a  Fee  in  his  hand. 

Law.  Have  you  any  bulinefs  here,  Sir?  try  me,  I’d  ferve  you  fooner 
than  any  Attorney  breathing.  V  • ' 

Man.  Bufinefs  i~ — So,  1  have  thought  of  a  fure  way.  [AJide, 

Yes,  faith,  1  have  s  little  bulinefs. 

Law.  Have  you  fo.  Sir?  in  what  Court,  Sir?  what  is’t,  Sir  ?  tell  me 
but  how  1  may  ferve  you,  and  I’ll  do’s.  Sir ;  and  take  it  for  as  great  an 

honour. - _ 

Man.  Faith,  ’as  for  a  poor  Orphan  of  a  Sea.Officer  of  mine^  that  has 
no  Money  y  but  if  it  cou’d  be  follow’d  in  Forma  Pauperis,  and  when  the  . Le¬ 
gacy’s  recovered— — • 

Law.  Forma  Pauperis,  Sir  !  _ 

Man.  Ay,  Sir? 

Several  crojfmg  the  Stage. 

Law.  Mr.  Bumblecafe ,  Mr.  Bumblecafe ,  a  word  with  you;  Sir,  I  beg  your 

pardon  at  prefent,  1  have  a  little  bufinefs— - - 

Man.  Which  is  not  in  Forma  Pauperis.  [_Fxit  Lawyer. 

Free.  So,  you  have  now  found  a  way  to  be  rid  of  people  wi shout  quar¬ 
relling. 

Enter  Alderman. 

Man.  But  here’s  a  City-Rogue  will  flick  as  hard  upon  us,  as  if  I  ow’d 
him  Money, 

Aid.  Captain,  noble  Sir,  1  am  yours  heartily,  d’ye  fee:  Why  Ihou’d 
you  avoid  your  old  Friends? 

Man.  And  why  fhou’d  you  follow  me  ?  I  owe  you  nothing. 

Aid.  Out  of  my  hearty  refpedts  to  you  ;  for  there  is  not  a  Man  in  Eng . 

land-* - — 

Man.  Thou  wou’dfl  fave  from  hanging,  with  the  expence  of  a  /hilling 

only. 

Aid.  Nay,  nay,  but  Captain,  you  are  like  enough  to  tell  me— — - — - 
M an.  Truth,  which  you  won’t  care  to  hear  0  therefore  you  had  better 
go  talk  with  fome  body  elfe. 

Aid.  No,  8  know  no  body  can  inform  me  better,  of  fo.oie  young  Wit,  or 
Spendthrift,  that  has  a  good  dipt  Seat  and  Eftate  in  Middlefex ,  jHartfordjhire , 
EJJex ,  or  Kent ,  any  of  thefe  vvou’d  ferve  my  turn :  now,  if  you  knew  of 
fuch  an  one,  and  wou’d  but  help  — — 

Man.  You  to  finifh  his  ruine. 

Aid.  I’faith,  you  /hould  have  a  fnsp - - — 

•M  an. 
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Man.  Of  your  Nofe  ■,  you  thirty  in  the  hundred,  Rafcal  •,  wou’d  you  make 
me  your  Squire  Setter,  your  Bawd  for  Manners  ?  [Takes  him  by  the  Nofe . 

Aid.  Oh! 

Free.  Hold,  or  here  will  be  your  third  Law'- Suit. 

Aid.  Gads  precious,  you  hectoring  perfon  you,  are  you  wild  ?  I  meant 
you  no  hurt.  Sir  ^  I  begin  to  think  (as  things  goj  Land-fecurity  heft,  and 
have,  ior  a  convenient  Mortgage,  fame  ten,  fifteen  or  twenty  thoufand 
pounds  by  me. 

Man.  Then  go  lay  it  out  upon  an  Hofpir.al,  and  take  a  Mortgage  of  Hea¬ 
ven,  according  to  your  City-cuftom  y  for  you  think  by  laying  out  a  little 
Money,  to  hook  in  that  too  hereafter  *,  do,  1  fay,  and  keep  the  poor.you’v/e 
made  by  taking  forfeitures,  that  Heaven  may.  not  take  yours. 

Aid,  No,  to  keep  the  Cripples  you  make  this  War  this  War  fpoils  cur 
Trade. 

Man.  Dam  your  Trade,  ’tis  the  better  for’?. 

Aid.  What',  will  you  fpeak  againft  our  Trade  ? 

Man.  And  dare  you  fpeak  ag-unft  the  War,  our  Traded 

Aid.  Well,  he  may  be  a  Convoy  of  Ships  1  am  concern’d  in.  [ Afide . 
Gome,  Captain,  I  will  have  a  fair  correspondency  with  you,  fay  what  you 
will.  ■  ■  , 

Man.  Then  pr’ythee  be  gone. 

Aid.  No,  faith  j  pr’ythee.  Captain,  let’s  go  drink  a  Dilh  of  Lac’d  Cof¬ 
fee,  and  talk  of  the  times:  Come,  I’ll  treat  you  \  nay,  you  {hall  go,  for  1 
have  no  bulinefs  here. 

Man.  But  l  have.  v  * 

Aid.  To  pick  up  a  Man  to  give  thee  a  Dinner :  Come,  i’ll  do  thy  bulinefs 
for  thee. 

Man.  Faith,  now  I  think  on’t,  fo  you  may,  as  well  as  any  Man  ;  for’ds 
to  pick  up  a  Man,  to  be  bound  with  me,  to  one  who  expeds  City-fecurity, 
for — — — 

Aid.  Nay,  then  your  Servant,  Captain^  bulinefs  mull;  be  done. 

Man,  Ay,  if  it  can  \  bat  hark  you,  Alderman,  without  you— 

Aid.  Bulinefs,  Sir,  i  fay,  muffc  be  done:,  and  there’s  an  Officer  of  the 

Treafury  I  have  an  Affair  with— -  g Several  croffing  the  Stage. 

g Exit  Alderman. 

Man.  You  fee  now  what  the  mighty  friendlhip  of  the  World  is-,  what  all 
Ceremony,  Embraces,  and  plentiful  Profelfions  come  to :  you  are  no  more 
to  believe  a  profefflng  Friend,  than  a  threatning  Enemy  \  and  as  no  Man 
hurts  you,  that  tells  you  he’ll  do  you  a  mifcbief  ;  no  Man,  you  fee,  is  your 
Servant,  who  fays  he  is  fo.  Why,  the  Devil,  then  Ihou’d  a  Man  be  troubled 
with  the  flattery  of  Knaves,  if  he  be  not  a  Fo&l  or  Cully  \  or  with  the  fond— 
nefs  of  Fools  if  he  be  hot  a  Knave  or  Cheat? 

Free.  Only  for  his  pleafure  $  for  there  is  fome  in  laughing  at  Fools,  and 
difappointing  Knaves. 

.  Man.  That’s  a  pleafure,  I  think,  wou’d  coif  you  too  dear,  as  well  as  mar¬ 
rying  your  Widow  todifappoinfc  her  but,  for  my  part,  I  have  no  pleafure  by 
’em,  but  in  defpiling  ’em,  wherefoe’re  1  meet  ’em j  and  then  the  pleafure  of 

hoping 
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hoping  fo  to  be  rid  of  ’em.  But  now  my  comfort  is,  I  am  not  w'Qtth  a  (hil¬ 
ling  in  the  World,  which  all  the  World  (hall  know,  and  then  I’m  fare  1 
(hall  have  none' of  ’em  come  near  me. 

Free.  A  very  pretty  comfort,  which  I  think  yon  pay,  too  dear  for  :  But 
is  the  twenty  pound  gone  fmce  the  morning  ? 

Man.  To  my.  Boats-Crew  :  wou’d  you  have  the  poor,  honed,  brave  Fel¬ 


lows  want  ?  '  '  , 

Free.  Rather  than  you,  or  I. 

Man.  Why,  art  thou  without  Money  ?  thou  who  art  a  Friend  fo  every 

Body  ? 

Free .  I  ventur’d  my  laft  (lake  upon  the  Squire,  to  nick  him  of  his  Mother  j 
and  cannot  help  you  to  a  dinner,  unlefs  you  will  go  dine  with  rfty  Lord - 

Man.  No,  no,  the  Ordinary  is  too  dear  for  me,  where  flattery  muft  pay 
for  my  dinner  \  1  am  no  Herald,  or  Poet. 

Free.  We’i)  go  to  the  Bifhops-— - -  ' 

Man.  There  you  mull'  flatter  the  old  Philofophy :  I  cannot  renounce  my 
Reafon  for  a  Dinner. 

Free.  Why,  then  let’s  go  to  your  Aldermans. 

Man.  Hang  him.  Rogue  /  that  were  not  to  dine,  for  he  makes  us  drunk 
with  Lees  of  Sack  before  dinner,  to  take  away  our  Stomach:  and  there 
you  muft  call  Ufury  and  Extortion,  God’s  Bkfiing,  or  the  Honed:  turning 
of  the  Penny ;  hear  him  brag  of  the  Leather  Breeches  in  which"  he  trotted 
firft  to  Towny  and  makes  greater  noife  with  his  Money  in  his  Parlour, 
than  his  Caflisers  do  in  his  Count]  ng-Honfe,  without  hopes  of  borrowing  ar 


(hilling. 

,  Free.  Ay,  a  pox  cn’E,  ’tis  like  dining  with  the  great  Gamsfters  , 
when  they  fall  to  their  common  Defiers,  fee  the  heaps  of  Gold  drawn  on  all 
hands,  without  going  to  twelve.  Let  us  go  to  my  Lady  Godlyh. 

M an.  There  to  flatter  her  looks,  you  muft  miftake  her  Grand-Children 
for  her  own  ;  praife  her  Cook  that  (he  may  rail  at  him;  and  feed  her  Dogs, 
not  your  felf. 

Free.  What  d’ye  think  of  eating  with  your  Lawyer  then  ? 

M an.  Eat  with  him/  Dam  him ;  to  hear  him  employ  his  barbarous  Elo¬ 
quence  in  a  Reading  upon  the  two  and  thirty  good  Bits  in  a  fhoulder  of  Veal  5 
and  be  forc’d  your  felf  to  praife  the  cold  Bribe-Pye,  that  (links,  and  drink 
La&  French  Wide,  as  rough  and  harfli  as  his  Law  French.  A  Pox  on  him, 
I’d  rather  dine  in  the  Temple-Rounds  or  Walks,  with  the  Knights  with¬ 
out  Nofes,  or  the  Knights  of  the  Pelt  *,  who  are  honefter  Fellows',  and  bet¬ 
ter  Company.  But  let  us  home,  and  try  our  Fortune  ;  for  i’ll  (lay  no  lon¬ 
ger  here  for  your  old  damn’d  Widow. 

Free.  Well,  let  us,  come  then;  for  1  mud  go  for  my  damn’d  Widow, 
and  look  after  my  new  damn’d  Charge  ;  three  or  four  hundred  Years 
a  Man  might  have  din’d  in  this  Hall. 


.  f  r  rs 


Man.  Fat  now^  the  Lawyer  only  here  is  fed: 
And)  Bally  like ,  by  Quarrels  gets  his  Bread. 


Finis  Actus  Tertii. 


A  C  T 
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ACT  IV,  SCENE  1. 

Manly  .5  Lodgings. 


Enter  Manly,  and  Fidelia, 

Man.  \T7E11,  there’s  fuccefs  in  thy  face;  haft  thou  prevail’d  ?  fay. 

VV  Fid.  As  I  cou’d  with,  Sir. 

Man .  So,  I  told  thee  what  thou  wert  fit  for,  and  thou  wou’d  ft  not  believe 
me.  Come,  thank  me  for  bringing  thee  acquainted  with  thy  Genius.  Well 
thou  haft  motlifi’d  her  heart  for  me  ? 

Fid.  No,  Sir,'  not  fo  ;  but  what’s  better. 

Man.  How?  what’s  better ! 

Fid.  I  [hall  harden  your  heart  againft  her. 

Man.  Have  a  care.  Sir,  my  heart  is  too  much  in  earneft  to  be  foaled 
'  with,  and  tny  defire  at  height,  and  needs  no  delays  to  incite  it ;  what,  you 
are  too  good  a  Pimp  already,  and  know  how  to  endear  pleafure,  by  with¬ 
holding  it  ?  but  leave  off  your  Pages,  Bawdy-houfe  tricks,  Sir,  and  tell  me, 
will  file  be  kind  ? 

Fid.  Kinder  than  you  cou’d  wifh,  Sir. 

Man.  So  then :  well,  pr’ythee,  what  laid  fhe  ? 

Fid.  She  faid  - - — 

Man.  Whajf  thou’rt  fo  tedious ;  fpeak comfort  to  me:  what  ? 

Fid.  Thar,  of  all  things,  you  are  her  averfion. 

Man.  How  ? 

Fid.  That  fhe  wou’d  fooner  take  a  Bedfellow  out  of  an  Hofpitaly  and 
Difeafes  into  her  Arms,  than  you. 

Man.  What  ? 

Fid.  That  fhe  wou’d  rather  truft  her  Honour,  with  a  difiolute,  debauch’d 
He&or^  nay  worfe,  with  a  finical  baffled  Coward,  all  over  loathfom  with 
affectation  of  the  fine  Gentleman. 

Man.  What’s  all  this  you  fay  f 

Fid.  Nay,  that  my  offers  of  your  Love  to  her,  were  more  effenfive,  than 
when  Parents  wooe  their  Virgin-Daughters,  to  the  enjoyment  of  Riches 
only*,  and  that  you  were,  In  all  circumftances,  as  naufeous  to  her  as  a 
Husband  on  coropnlfion. 

Man.  Hold  ^  I  underftand  you  not. 

Fid.  So,  ’twill  work  1  fee.  [A fide. 

Man.  Did  you  not  tell  me- - - 

Fid.  She  call’d  you  ten  thoufand  Ruffians. 

Man.  Hold,  I  fay. 

Fid.  Brutes - — 

Man.  Hold. 

Fid. 
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Fid.  Sea-Monfters- - - 

Man.  Dam  your  intelligence  :  hear  me  a  little  now. 

Fid.  Nay,  furiy  Coward  (he  call’d  you  tea. 

Man.  Won’t  you  hold  yet hold,  or- - 

Fid .  Nay,  Sir,  pardon  me^  1  cou'd  not  bus  tell  you  (he  had  the  bafenefs, 
the  injuftice,  to  call  you  Coward,  Sir,  Coward,  Coward,  Sir. 

Man.  Nor  yet- — — -« 

Fid.  I’ve  done,  Coward,  Sir. 

Man.  Did  not  you  fay  (he  was  kinder  than  1  cou’d  wife  her  ? 

Fid.  Yes,  Sir. 

Man ,  How  then  —  O - * — I  underftand  you  now.  At  firft  (he 

appear’d  in  rage,  and  difdain,  the  trueft  figh  of  a  coming  Woman  j  but  at 
laft,  you  prevail’d  it  feems:  did  you  not  ? 

Fid.  Yes,  Sir. 

Man.  So  then,  let's  know  that  only  ^  come  pr’ythee,  without  delays:  I’ll 
kifs  thee  for  that  news  beforehand. 

Fid.  So  \  the  kifs  I’m  fure  is  welcome  to  me,  whatfoe’re  the  news  will  be 
to  you. 

Man.  Come,  fpeak,  my  dear  Voluntier. 

Fid.  How  welcome  were  that  kind  word  too,  if  it  were  not  for  another 
Woman’s  fake!  [^Afide. 

Alan.  What,  won’t  you  fpeak  ?  You  prevail’d  for  me,  at  laft,  you  fay  ? 

Fid.  No,  Sir. 

Man .  No  more  of  your  fooling,  Sir,  it  will  not  agree  with  my  impati¬ 
ence  or  temper. 

Fid.  Then  not  to  fool  you,  Sir,  I  Tpake  to  her  for  you?  but  prevail’d  for 
my  felf*,  fee  wpu’d  not  bear  me  when  1  fpake  in  your  behalf ;  but  bid  mg 
fay  what  l  wou’d  in  my  own,  tho’  fee  gave  me  no  occafion,  fee  was  fo  com¬ 
ing,  and  fo  was  kinder.  Sir,  than  you  cou’d  wife  ;  which  I  was  only  afraid 
to  let  you  know,  without  fome  warning. 

Man.  How’s  this?  Young  man,  you  are  cfa  lying  age*  but  I  mufthear 
you  out,  and  if - * 

Fid.  I  wou’d  not  abufe  you,  and  cannot  wrong  her  by  any  report  of  her, 
fee  is  fo  wicked. 

Man.  How,  wicked !  had  fee  the  impudence,  at  the  fecond  light  of  you 
only - * 

Fid.  Impudence,  Sir!  Oh,  fee  has  impudence  enough  to  put  a  Court  out 
of  countenance,  and  debauch  a  Stews. 

M  an.  Why,  what  fa  id  fee/ 

Fid .  Her  tongue,  I  confefs  was  filerst  *,  but  her  fpeaking  Eyes  gloted 
fuch  things,  more  immodeft,  and  lafeivious,  than  Ravifeers  can  ad,  or  Wo¬ 
men  under  a  confinement  think. 

Man.  I  know  there  are  whofe  Eyes  refled  more  Obfeenity,  than  the 
Glades  in  Alcoves  *,  but  there  are^  others  who  ufe  a  little  Art  with  their 
looks,  to  make  ’em  feem  more  beautiful,  not  more  loving  :  which  vain  young 
Fellows,  like  you,  are  apt  to  interpret  in  their  own  favour,  and  to  the 
Lady’s  wrong. 

H  ;  Fid. 
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Fid.  Seldom,  Sir*,  pray  have  you  a  care  of  gloting  Eyes*,  for  he  that 
loves  to  gars  upon  ’em,  will  find  at  lad,  a  thoufand  Fools  and  Cuckolds 
in ’em,  inftead  o i  Cupids. 

Man.  Very  well,  Sir:  but,  whatx  you  had  only  Eye  kindnefs  from 
Olivia  ? 

Fid.  I  tell  you  again,  Sir,  No  Woman  dicks  there  *,  Eye-promifes  of 
Love  they  only.  keep  *,  nay,  they  are  Contracts  which  make  you  fure  of 
’em.  lnfhort.  Sir,  fhe  feeing  me,  with  (hame  and  amazement  dumb,  un- 
adtive,  and  refiftlefs,  threw  her  twitting  arms  about  my  neck,  and  fmo- 
ther’d  me  with  a  thoufand  tadelefs  Rifes-  believe  me,  Sir,  they  were  fo 
to  me. 

Man.  Why  did  you  not  avoid  ’em  then  ? 

Fid.  I  fenced  with  her  eager  arms,  as  you  did  with  the  grapples  of  the 
Enemy’s  Fire-fhip  y  and  nothing  but  cutting  ’em  off,  cou’d  have  freed 
me. 

Man.  Damn’d,  Damn’d  Woman,  that  cou’d  be  fo  falfe  and  infamous! 
And  damn’d,  damn’d  heart  of  mine,  that  cannot  yet  be  falfe,  tho’  fo  infa¬ 
mous  !  What  eafie,  tame,  fuffering,  trampled  thing  does  that  little  God 
of  talking  Cowards  make  of  us !  but - - 

Ftd,  So  1  It  works,  I  find,  as  I  expecded.  [ \4fide . 

Man.  But  fhe  was  falfe  to  me  before,  fhe  told  me  fo  her  felf,  and  yet  I 
cou’d  not  quite  believe  it ;  but  fhe  was,  fo  that  her  fecond  falfenefs  is  a  fa¬ 
vour  to  me,  not  an  jnjury,  in  revenging  me  upon  the  Man  that  wrong’d  me 

firft  of  her  Love.  Her  Love! - a  Whores,  a  Witches  Love ! - -But, 

what,  did  fhe  not  kifs  well.  Sir  ?  I’m  fure  I  thought  her  Lips - but  1  muft 

not  think  of ’em  more - but  yet  they  are  fuch  I  cou’d  Hill  kifs— -grow 

to- - -and  then  tear  off  with  my  teeth,  grind  ’em  into  mammoks,  and  fpit 

’em  into  her  Cuckolds  face. 

Fid,  Poor  Man,  how  uneafie  is  he !  I  have  hardly  the  heart  to  give  him 
fo  much  pain,  tho’  withal  1  give  him  a  cure  *,  and  to  my  felf  new  life. 

C  Jftde. 

Man.  But,  what,  her  Kiffes  fure  cou’d  not  but  warm  you  into  defire  at 
lad,  or  a  compliance  with  hers  at  lead  ? 

Fid.  Nay  more,  I  confefs - 

Man.  What  more  ?  fpeak. 

Fid.  All  you  cou’d  fear  had  pafs’d  betwen  us,  if  I  cou’d  have  been  made 
to  wrong  you.  Sir,  in  that  nature. 

Man.  Cou’d  have  been  made  /  you  lye,  you  did. 

Fid.  Indeed,  Sir,  ’twas  imppffible  for  me  ^  befides,  we  were  interrupted 
by  a  vilit  •,  but,  l  confefs,  fhe  wou’d  not  let  me  dir,  till  1  promis’d  to  return 
to  her  again  within  this  hour,  as  foon  as  it  fhou’d  be  dark*,  by  which  time 
die  wou’d  difpofe  of  her  vilit,  and  her  Servants,  and  her  felf,  for  my  recep¬ 
tion:  which  1  was  fain  to  promife  to  get  from  her. 

Man.  Ha! 

Fid.  But  if  ever  l  go  near  her  again,  may  you,  Sir,  think  me  as  falfe 
to  you,  as  fhe  is  hate,  and  renounce  me,  as  you  ought  to  do  her,  and  I 
hope  will  do  now. 

Man. 
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Mart.  Well,  but  now  1  think  on’fc,  you  (hall  keep  your  word  with  your 
Lady.  What,  a  young  Fellow,  and  fail  the  firft,  nay,  fo  tempting  aa 
aflignation ! 

Fid.  How,  Sir? 

Man.  I  fay  you  (hall  go  to  her  when  ’tis  dark,  and  (hall  not  difappoin! 
her. 

Fid.  I,  Sir  l  I  fhou’d  disappoint  her  more  by  going  •,  for. - - 

Man.  How  fo  ? 

Fid. ,  Her  impudence,  and  injuftice  to  you,  will  make  me  difappoint  her 
Love  loath  her. 

Man.  Come,  you  have  my  leave  \  and  if  you  difguft  her,  I’ll  go  with  you, 
and  ad  Love,  whilft  you  fhall  talk  it  only. 

Fid.  You,  Sir!  nay,  then  I’ll  never  go  near  her.  You  ad  Love,  Sir  /  You 
mull  but  ad  it  indeed,  after  all  I  have  faid  to  you.  Think  of  your  Honour, 
Sir,  Love - — 

Man.  Well,  call  it  Revenge,  and  that  is  honourable  :  I’ll  be  reveng’d 
on  her,  and  thou  fhalt  be  ray  fecond. 

Fid.  Not  in  a  bafe  adion,  Sir,  when  you  are  your  own  Enemy :  O,  go 
not  near  her,  Sir,  for  Heavens  fake,  for  your  ow’n,  think  nos  of  it. 

Man.  How  concern’d  you  are '  I  thought  1  Ihou’d  catch  yom  What, 
you  are  my  Rival  at  1'aft,  and  are  in  love  with  her  your  felf  j  and  have 
fpoken  ill  of  her  out  of  your  love  to  her,  not  me-,  and  therefore  wou’d 
not  have  me  goto  her! 

“  Fid.  Heaven  witnefs  for  me,  ’tis  becaufe  I  love  you  only,  I  wou’d  not 
have  you  go  to  her. 

Man.  Come,  come,  the  more  I  think  on’t,  the  more  I’m  fatisfied  you  do 
love  her:  thofe  Rifles,  young  Man,  I  knew  were  irrefiftable *,  ’tis  certain. 

Fid.  There  is  nothing  certain  in  the  World,  Sir,  but  my  Truth,  and 
your  Courage. 

Man.  Your  Servant,  Sir.  Befides  falfe,  and  ungrateful,  asihehas  been 
to  me  ;  and  tho’  1  may  believe  her  hatred  to  me,  great  as  you  report  it  y 
yet  1  cannot  think  you  are  fo  fooa,  and  at  that  rate,  belov’d  by  her,  tho’ 
you  may  endeavour  it. 

Fid. Nay,  if  that  be  all,  and  you  doubt  it  ftill,  Sir,  I  will  condud  you 
to  her }  and  unfeen,  your  Ears  (hall  judge  of  her  falfsnefs,  and  my  truth 
to  you }  if  that  will  fatisfie  you. 

Man.  Yes,  there  is  fome  fatisfadion  in  being  quite  out  of  doubt ;  becaufe 
’tis  that  alone  withholds  us  from  the  pleafure  of  Revenge. 

Ftd.  Revenge !  What  Revenge  can  you  have,  Sir  ?  Difdaia  is  beffc  re¬ 
veng’d  by  Scorn  y  and  faithlefs  Love,  by  the  loving  another,  and  making 
her  happy  with  the  others  lofings :  which,  if  I  muft  advife - -  * 

Enter  Freeman. 

Man,  Not  a  word  more. 

Free .  What,  are  you  talking  of  Love  yet,  Captain  ?  I  thought  you  had 
done  with’t. 

H  2  '  . 
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Maris  Why,  what  did  you  hear  me  fay  ? 

Free.  Something  imperfectly  of  Love,  I  think. 

Man.  I  was  only  wondring  why  Fools,  Rafcals,  and  defertlefs  Wretches, 
fhou’d  ftill  have  the  better  of  Men  of  Merit  with  all  Women  •,  as  much  ss 
with  their  own  common  Miftrefs,  Fortune! 

Free.  Becaufe  moil  Women,  like  Fortune  are  blind,  feern  to  do  all  things 
in  jeft,  and  take  pleafure  in  extravagant  actions  ;  their  Love  deferyes  nei¬ 
ther  thanks,  or  blame,  for  they  cannot  help  it :  ’tis  all  fympathy  ;  there¬ 
fore  the  noifie,  the  finical,  the  talkative,  the  Cowardly,  and  effeminate,  have 
the  better  of  the  bfave,  the  reafonable,  and  Man  of  Honour  ;  for  they  have 
no  more  reafon  in  their  love,  or  kindnefs,  than  Fortune  it  felf. 

Man.  Yes,  they  have  their  Reafon.  Firft,  Honour  in  a  Man  they  fear 
too  much  to  love;  and  Senfe  in  a  Lover,  upbraids  their  want  of  it  *,  and 
they  hate  any  thing  that  difturbs  their  admiration  of  themfelves;  but  they 
are  of  that  vain  number,  who  had  rather  fhew  their  falfe  generofity,  in  gi¬ 
ving  away  profufely  to  worthlefs  Flatterers,  than  in  paying  juft  Debts. 
And  in  (hort,  all  Women,  like  Fortune,  (as  you  fay )  and  Rewards*  are 
loft,  by  too  much  meriting. 

Fid.  All  Women,  Sir!  fure  there  are  fome  who  have  no  other  quarrel 
to  a.  Lover’s  merit,  but  that  it  begets  their  defpair  of  him. 

Man .  Thou  art  young  enough  to  be  credulous  ;  but  we- - . 

i Enter  i  Sailor. 

i  Sail.  Here  are  now  below,  the  fcolding,  daggled  Gentlewoman,  and 
that  Major  Old — —old - Fop,  l  think  you  call  him. 

Free.  Oldfox ;  pr’ythee  bid  ’em  come  up,  with  your  leave,  Captain, 
for  now  1  can  talk  with  her  upon  the  fquare  j  if  I  fhall  not  difturb 
you. 

Man.  No;  for  I’ll  begone.  Come,  Volunteer. 

Free.  Nay,  pray  ftay  ;  the  Scene  betwixt  us  will  not  be  fo  tedious  to  you 
as  you  think:  brfides^you fhall  fee  how  l  have  rigg’d  my.Squire  our,  with 
the  remains  of  my  fhipwrack’d  Wardrobe;  he  is  under  your  Sea- valet  de 
Chambreh  hands,  and  by  this  time  dreft,  and  will  be  worth  your  feeing. 
Seay,  and  Til  fetch  my  Fool. 

Man.  No;  you  know  1  cannot  eafily  laugh  :  befides,  my  Volunteer  and 
1  have  bufio$fs  abroad.  [ \Ex .  Manly,  Fidelia  on  one 

fide.  Freeman  on  t'other. 

Enter  Major  Oldfox  and  Widow  Biackacre. 

0 

Wid.  What,  nobody  here-'  Did  not  the  Fellow  fay  he  was  within  f 

Old  Yes,  Lady  ;  and  he  may  be  perhaps  a  little  bufie  at  prefent ;  but,  if 
you  think  the  time  long  till  he  comes,  [Vnfolding  Papers*]  I’ll  read  you 
here  fome  of  the  fruits,  of  my  leifure,  the  overflowings  of  my  Fancy  and  Pen. 
(to  value  me  right,  fhe  muft  know  my  parts.)  [ Jfide. 

Come*— —  ' 

Wid. 
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Wid.  No,  no;  I  have  reading  work  enough  of  my  own,  in  my  Bag,  I 
thank  you. 

Old.  I,  Law,  Madam*,  but  here’s  a  Poem,  in  Blank  Verfe,  which  I  think 
a  handfome  declaration  of  one’s  Pafiion. 

Wid.  Q!  if  you  talk  of  Declarations,  I’ll  fhew  you  one  of  thepretiieft 
pen’d  things,  which  I  mended  too  my  felf,  you  muft  know. 

Old.  Nay,  Lady,  if  you  have  ufed  your  felf  fo  much  to  the  reading  of 
harfh  Law,  that  you  hate  fmooth  Poetry  here  is  a  Character  for  you, 
of— — 

Wid.  A  Chara&er  /  Nay,  then  I’ll  fhew  you  my  Bill  in  Chancery' 

here,  that  gives  you  fuch  a  Character  of  my  Adveriary,  makes  him  as 
black - * 

Old.  Pfhaw  •,  away,  away.  Lady.  But  if  you  think  the  Charader 
too  long,  here  is  an  Epigram,  not  above  twenty  lines,  upon  a  cruel  Lady; 
who  Decreed  her  Servant  fhou’d  hang  him  felf,  to  demonftrate  his 
Pafiion.  ,  .  [ 

Wid.  Decreed !  if  you  talk  of  Decreeing,,  I  have  fuch  a  Decree  here, 
drawn  by  the  fineft Clerk- - 

Old.  O  Lady,  Lady,  all  interruption,  and  no  fenfe  betwea  us,  as  if  we 
were  Lawyers  at  the  Bar !  But  I  had  forgot  Apollo  and  Littleton  never  lodge 
in  a  head  together.  If  you  hate  Verfes,  I’ll  give  you  a  call  of  my  Poli¬ 
ticks  in  Prole:  ’tis  a  Letter  to  a  Friend  in  the  Country;  which  is  now 
the  way  of  all  fuch  fober,  folid  Perfons  as  my  felf,  when  they  have  a  mind 
to  publifli  their  difguft  to  the  Times*,  tho’  perhaps,  between  you  and  I, 
they  have  no  Friend  in  the  Country.  And  fure  a  politick,  ferious  perfon 
may  as  well  have  a  feign’d  Friend  in  the  Country  to  write  to,  as  well  as  an 
idle  Bose  a  feign’d  Miftrefs  to  write  to.  And  fo  here’s  my  Letter  to  a 
Friend,  or  no  Friend,  in  the  Country,  concerning  the  late  Conjuncture  of 
Affairs,  in  relation  to  Coffee-houfes :  or,  The  Coffee- marts  Cafe. 

Wid.  Nay,  if  your  Letter  have  a  Cafe  in’c, ’tis  fomethicg;  but  fir  ft  I’ll 
read  you  a  Letter  of  min?,  to  a  Friend  in  the  Country,  call’d  a  Letter  of 
Attorney. 

Enter  to  them  Freeman  and  Jerry  Blackacre,  in  an  old  gaudy 
Suit ,  and  red  Breeches  of  Freeman’/. 

Old.  Whst,  inturruption  ftill?  O  the  Plague  of  interruption!  worfe 
to  an  Author,  than  the  plague  of  Cri  ticks*' 

Wid.  What’s  this  l  fee,  Jerry  Blackiicre ,  my  Minor,  in  red  Breeches  ! 
What,  haft  thou  left  the  modeft  fesmly  Garb  of  Gowa  and  Cap,  for  this  ? 
And  have  I  loft  all  my  good  Inns  of  Chancery  breeding  upon  thee  then  ? 
And  thou  wilt  go  a  breeding  thy  felf  from  our  Inn  of  Chancery  and  Weft- 
min(ler-Hall ,  at  Coffee-houfes,  and  Ordinaries,  Play-houfes,  Tennis-courts, 
and  Bawdy-boufes  ? 

Jer.  Ay,  ay,  what  then  ?  perhaps  I  will  *,  but  what’s*  that  to  you  ?  here’s 
my  Guardian  and  Tutor  now,  forfootb,  that  I  am  out  of  your  Huckfters 

hands. 

Wid . 
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Wid.  How  ?  thou  haft  not  chofen  him  for  thy  Guardian  yet  f 

Jer.  No,  but  he  has  chofen  me  for  his  Charge,  and  that’s  all  one;  and 
I’ii  do  any  thing  he’ll  have  me,  and  go  all  the  World  over  with  him  ;  to 
Ordinaries,  and  jBawdy-houfes,  or  anywhere  elfe. 

Wid.  To  Ordinaries  and  Bawdy-houfes  •  have  a  care.  Minor,  thou  wilt 
infeeble  there  thy  Eftate  and  Body  :  do  not  go  to  Ordinaries  and  Bawdy- 
houfes,  good  Jerry. 

Jer.  Why,  how  come  you  to  know  any  ill  by  Bawdy-houfes  ?  You  ne¬ 
ver  had  any  hurt  by ’em,  had  you,  forfooth  /  Pray  hold  your  felf  content¬ 
ed  ;  ifl  do  go  where  Money  and  Wenches  are  to  be  had,  you  may  thank 
your  felf  ;  for  you  us’d  me  fo  unnaturally,  you  wou’d  never  let  me  have  a 
Penny  to  go  abroad  with:  nor  fo  much  -as  come  near  the  Garret  where 
your  Maidens  lay  •,  nay,  you  wou’d  not  fo  much  as  let  me  play  at  Hot- 
cockles  with  ’em,  nor  have  any  Recreation  with  ’em,  tho5  one  (hou’d  have 
kifs’d  you  behind,  you  were  fo  unnatural  another,  fo  you  were. 

Free.  Ay,  a  very  unnatural  Mother,  faith,  Squire. 

Wid.  But,  jerry ,  confider-thou  art  yet  but  a  Minor  ;  however,  if  thou 
wilt  go  home  with  me  again,  and  be  a  good  Child,  thoufhalt  fee* - 

Free.  Madam,  1  muft  have  a  better  care  of  my  Heir  u^ier  Age,  than  fo ; 

1  wou’d  fooner  truft  him  alone  with  a  ftale  Wating-woman  and  a  Parfon, 
than  with  his  Widow-Mother,  and  her  Lover  or  Lawyer.  , 

Wid.  Why,  thou  Villain,  part  Mother  and  Minor!  Rob  me  of  my  Child 
and  my  Writings!  but  thou  ftale  find  there’s  Law,  and  as  in  the  Cafe  of 
Ravilhment,  of  Guard - —Wefiminfier  the  Second. 

Old.  Young.  Gentleman,  Squire,  pray  bg  rul’d  by  your  Mother,  and 
your  Friends. 

Jer.  Yes,  I’ll  be  rul’d  by  my  Friends,  therefore  not  my  Mother,  fo  I 
won’t:  I’ll  chufc  him  for  my  Guardian  till  1  am  of  Age  ;  nay,  may  be  for 
as  long  as  I  live. 

Wid.  Wilt  thou  fo,  thou  Wretch  ?  And  when  thou’rt  of  Age,  thou  wilt 
Sign,  Seal,  and  Deliver  too,  wilt  thou  ? 

Jer .  Yes  marry  will  I,  if  you. go  there  too. 

Wid.  O  do  not  fqueeze  wax.  Son  ;  rather  go  to  Ordinaries,  and  Bawdy- 
houfes,  than  fqueeze  wax  :  If  thou  doft  that,  farewel  the  goodly  Mannor  of 
Blacktcre ,  with  all  its  Woods,  Underwoods,  and  appurtenances  whatever. 
Ob,  oh!  C Weeps. 

Free.  Come,  Madam,  in  Ihort,  you  fee  I  am  refolv’d  to  have  a  fhare  in 
the  Eftate,  yours  or  your  Son’s;  if  I  cannot  get  you,  I’ll  keep  him  who  is 
lefs  coy  you  find  ;  but,  if  you  wou’d  have  your  Son  again,  you  muft  take  me 
too.  *  Peace,  or  War  ?  Love,  or  Law  ?  You  fee  my  Hoftage  is  in  my  hand : 
I’m  in  polfelfion. 

Wid.  Nay,  if  one  of  us  muft  be  ruin’d,  e’en  let  it  be  him.  By  my  Body,  a 
good  one !  Did  you  ever  know  yet  a  Widow  marry  or  not  marry  for  the 
lake  of  her  Child  ?  I’d  have  you  to  know.  Sir,  I  fhall  be  hard  enough  for 
you  both  yet,  without  marrying  you ;  if  Jerry  won’t  be  rul’d  by  me,  what 
fay  you.  Booby,  will  you  be  rul’d  ?  fpeak. 

Jer.  Let  one  alone,  can’t  you  ? 

.  -  Wid l 
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Wid.  Wilt  thou  chufc  him  for  Guardian,  whom  I  refufe  for  Husband. 

Jer.  Ay,  to  chufe,  1  thank  you. 

Wid.  And  are  ail  my  hopes  fruftrated  ?  fhall  I  never  hear  thee  put  Cafes 
again  to  John  the  Butler,  or  our  Vicar  l  Never  fee  thee  amble  the  Circuit 
with  the  Judges-,  and  hear  thee,  in  our  Town-Hall,  louder  than  the 
Cryer  ? 

Jer.  No  for  I  have  taken  my  leave  of  Lawyering,  and  pettifogging. 

Wid.  Pettifogging-'  thcu  prophane  Villain,  haft  thou  fo  ?  Pettifog¬ 
ging  !- - then  you  (hall  take  your  leave  of  me,  and  your  Eftate  too  ;  thou 

fhalt  be  an  Alien  to  me  and  it  for  ever.  Pettifogging  ! 

Jer.  O,  but  if  you  be  there  too  Mother,  we  have  the  Deed  and  Settle¬ 
ments,  1  thank  you  :  Wou’d  you  cheat  me  of  my  Eftate,  ifac  ? 

Wid.  No,  no,  1  will  not  cheat  your  little  Brother  BobJ  for  thou  wert 
not  born  in  Wedlock. 

Free.  How’s  that  ? 

Jer.  How  .<*  What  Querk  has  (lie  got  in  her  head  now  l 

Wid.  I  fay,  thou  canft  not,  (bait  not  inherit  the  Blackacre* s  Eflate. 

Free.  Why  ?  why,  forfocth  ?  What  d’ye  mean,  if  you  go  there  too  l 

Wid.  Thou  art  bus  my  bafe  Child  y  and  according  to  the  Law,  can’ll  not. 
inherit  it :  nay,  thou  art  not  fo  much  as  Baftardeigne. 

Jer.  What,  what  ?  Am  i  then  the  Son  of  a  Whore,  Mother  l 

Wid.  The  Law  fays - 

Free.  Madam,  we  know  what  the  Law  fays ;  but  have  a  care  what  you, 
fay :  do  not  let  your  paflion,  to  ruine  your  Son,  ruine  your  Reputation. 

Wid.  Hang  Reputation,  Sir,  am  not  I  a  Widow  .?  have  no  Husband, 
nor  intend  to  have  any  ?  Nor  wou’d  you,  I  fuppofe,  now  have  me  for  a  Wife. 
So,  I  think  now  I’m  reveng’d  on  my  Son  and  you,  without  marrying,  as  I 
told  you.  v 

Free.  But,  confider,  Madam. 

Jer.  What,  have  you  no  fname  left  in  you.  Mother  ? 

Wid.  Wonder  not  at  it,  Major,  ’tis  often  the  poor  pr eft  Widows  Cafe, 
to  give  up  her  honour  to  fave  her  Jointure  y  and  feems  to  be  a  light  Wo¬ 
man,  rather  than  marry  :  as  fome  young  men,  they  fay,  pretend  to  have 
the  filthy  Difeafe,  and  lofe  their  credit  with  moft  Women,  to  avoid  the 
importunities  of  fome.  [jfide  to  Oldfox. 

Free.  But  one  word  with  yog,  Madam. 

Wid.  No,  no,  Sir.  Corned  Major,  let  us  make  hafte  now  to  the  Prero¬ 
gative  Court. 

Old.  But,  Lady,  if  what  you  fay  be  true,  will  you  ftigmatize  your  Repu¬ 
tation  on  Record  ?  And,  if  it  be  not  true,  how  will  you  prove  it 

Wid.  Sfliaw !  I  can  prove  any  thing  \  and  for  my  Reputation,  know. 
Major,  a  wife  Woman  will  no  more  value  her  Reputation,  in  difinheridug 
a  rebellious  Son  of  a  good  Eftate  j  than  (he  wou’d  in  getting  him,  to  inhe¬ 
rit  an  Eftate.  ££*.  Wid.  and  Oldfox. 

Free.  Madam - we  muft  not  let  her  go  fo.  Squire. 

Jer.  Nay,  the  Devil  can’t  flop  her  tho’  if  (he  has  a  mind  to’f.  But  come 
Bully-Guardian,  we’il  go  advife  with  three  Attornies,  two  Proftors,  two 

Solicitors, 
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Solicitors?  and  a  fhrcwd  man  of  White-  Friers ,  neither  Attorney,  Pro&or,  or 
Solicitor,  but  as  pure  a  Pimp  to  the  Law  as  any  of  ’em  and  Pure  all  they 
will  be  hard  enough  for  her,  and  I  fear,  Bully-Guardian,  you  are  too  good  a 
joker  to  have  any  Law  in  your  Lead. 

Free,  Thou’rt  in  the  right  on’t  Squire^  I  underjftand  no  Law :  efpscially 
that  againft  Baftards,  fince I’m  fare  the  Cuftom  is  againfl:  that  Law  ^  and 
more  People  gets  Eft  ales  by  being  fo  then  lofe  ’em.  [Exeunt. 

The  Scene  changes  to  Olivia^  Lodging . 

<—>  CJ  o 

Enter  Lord  Plauiible,  and  Boy  with  a  Candle. 

L.  Plauf.  Little  Gentlemam  your  mod  obedient,  faithful,  humble  Servant : 
where,  S  .befeech  you,  is  that  divine  Perfon,  your  Noble  Lady  ? 

Boy.  Gone  out,  my  Lord  y  but  commanded  me  to  give  you  this  Letter. 

[  Gives  him  a  Letter . 

Enter  to  him  Novel- 

L  Plan/.  Which  he  mult  not  obfer've.  [^fide']  [Puts  it  up. 

Nov.  Hey,  Boy,  where  is  thy  Lady  ? 

Boy.  Gone  out.  Sir ;  but  i  muft:  beg  a  word  with  you. 

[Gives  him  a  Letter ,  and  Exit. 
Nov.  For  me  ?  So.  [Puts  up  the  Letter . 

Servant,  Servant,  my  Lord ,  you  fee  the  Lady  knew  of  your  coming,  for  Ihe 
is  gone  out. 

L.  Plan f.  Sir,  I  humbly  befeech  you  not  to  cenfure  the  Lady’s  good  breed¬ 
ing:  fhe  hasreafon  to  ufe  more  liberty  with  me,  than,  with  any  other  man. 
Nov.  How,  VkounS,  how  ? 

L  Plauf.  Nay,  1  humbly  befeech  you,  be  not  in  cftoler  ^  where  there  is 
moft  love,  there  may  be  moil:  freedom. 

Nov.  Nay,  then  ’tis  time  to  come  to  an  eclercifment  with  you,  and  to 
tell  you,  you  mult  think  no  more  of  this  Lady’s  love. 

L.  Plauf \  Why,  under  correction,  dear  Sir  ? 

Nov.  There  are  Reafons,  Reafons,  Vicomit. 

L.  Plauf.  What,  I  befeech  you,  noble  Sir  ?  % 

Nov.  Pr’ythee,  pr’ythdf^  be  not  impertinent,  my  Lord ,  fome  o£  you 
Lord.s,  are  fuch  conceited,  well-aflured,  impertinent  Rogues. 

L.  Plauf.  And  you  noble  Wits,  are  fo  full  of  (hamming  and  drolling,  one 
knows  not  where  to  have  you  ferioufly.  •  c 

Nov.  Well,  you  (hall  find  me  in  Bed  with  this  Lady,  one  of  thefe  days. 
L.  Plauf.  Nay,  1  befeech  you  fpare  the  Lady’s  honour*,  for  ber’s  and 
mine  will  be  all  one  fiionly. 

Nov.  Pr’ythee,  my  Lord,  be  not  an  A  is :  deft  thou  think  to  get  her  from 

me  I  have  had  fuch  good  encouragements — - — 

L.  Plauf  l  have  not  been  thought  ’unworthy  of  ’em. 

Nov< 
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Nov.  What,  not  like  mine !  Gome  to  an  edercifment,  as  I  faid. 

L.  Plan/.  Why,  ferioufly  then  file  has  told  me,  Vicountefs  founded  pret¬ 
tily.  ' 

Nov.  And  me,  that  Novel  was  a  name  Ihe  wou’d  fooner  change  her’s  for, 
than  for  any  Title  in  England. 

L.  Planf  she  has  commended  the  foftnefs,  and  refpe&fulnefs  of  my  be» 
haviour. 

Nov.  She  has  prais’d  the  brisknefs  of  my  Raillery  of  all  things,  Man, 

L.  Planf.  The  fieepinefs  of  my  Eyes  file  lik’d. 

Nov.  Sleepinefs !  dulnefs,  dulnefs.  But  the  fiercenels  of  mine  file  ador’d, 

L.  Plan/.  The  brightnefs  of  my  hair  (he  lik’d. 

Nov.  The  brightnefs]  no,  the  greafinefs,  I  warrant. 

But  the  blacknefs,  and  luftre  of  mine,  fhe  admires.  . 

L.  The  gendenefs  of  my  fmile. 

Nov •  The  fubtilcy  of  my  leer. 

L.  Planf.  The  clearnefs  of  my  completion. 

Nov.  The  rednefs  of  my  Lips. 

L.  Planf  The  whitenefs  of  my  teeth. 

Nov.  My  jaoty  way  of  picking  them. 

L.  Planf.  The  fweetnefs  of  my  breath. 

Nov.  Ha,  ha ! » — - nay  then  file  abus’d  you,  *fcis  plain  \  for  you  know 

What  Manly  faid :  the.  fweetnefs  of  your  Pulvillio  Ihe  might  meaxij  but  for 
your  breath!  ha,  ha,  ha.  Your  breath' is  fuch,  Man,  that'll /thing  but  To¬ 
bacco  can  perfume  :  and  your  Completion  nothing  cou’d  mend,  but  the 
Small  Pox. 

L .  Planf  Well,  Sir,  you  may  pleafe  to  be  merry  *,  but,  to  put  you  out  of 
all  doubt,  Sir,  file,  has  received  fome-  Jewels  from  me,  of  value. 

Nov.  And  preiints  from  me-,  befides  what  I  prefented  her  jantily,  by 
way  of  Ombre,  of  three  or  four  hundred  pound  value,  which  I’m  fure  are 
the  earneft  Pence  for  our  Love-bargain. 

L.  Planf.  Nay,  then,  Sir,  with  your  favour,  and  to  make  an  end  of  all 
your  hopes,  look  you  here.  Sir,  Ihe  has  writ  to  me*— 

Deliver  to  each  other  their  Letters 

Nov.  How!  how !  well,  well,  ancLfo  file  has  tome,  look  you  there™ 

L.  Planf.  What’s  here! 

Nav,  How’s  this  ? 

Reads  out 


My  dear  Lord, 

YO(PU  excnfeme ,  for  breaking  my  word  with  yon ,  fince  ytwas  to  oblige ,  not  of¬ 
fend  yon  "j  for  1  am  only  gone  abroad  but  to  dif  appoint  Novel,  and  meet  yon 
in  the  Drawing-room  ;  where  I  expect  you,  with  as  much  impatience ,  as  whenl  us'd 
to  fnffer  Novel’/  Fifits,  the  mofi  impertinent  Fop,  that  ever  affe&ed  the  name  of  a 
Wit ,  therefore  not  capable ,  1  hope ,  to  give  yon  jealoufe  ,  for ,  for  your  fake  alone ^ 
you  / aw  1  renounc'd  an  old  Lover,  arid  will  do  all  the  World .  Burn  the  Letter , 
but  lay  up  thekindnefs  of  it  in  your  hearty  with  y  our 

OLIVIA. 

I  Very 
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Very  fine  '  but  pray  let’s  fee  mine. 

L.  Tlahf  l  underftand  it  not  but  fure  fhe  cannot  think  To  of  me. 

Reads  the  other  Letter. 

Nov.  'TfTVmh\  hah  ■  -  ■  •meet — ——for  your  fa  fa—  - umh - —quitted 

JL1  an  old  Lover  ——World - Burn - -in  your  heart  with  your 

OLIVIA. 

; ,  a  .  i  *■ 

Juft  the  fame,  the  names  only  alter’d. 

L,  Plattf  Surely  there  muft  be  fome  mifteke  j  or  feme  body  has  abus’d 
her,  and  us. 

Nov.  Yes,  you  are  abus’d,  no  doubt  on’t,  my  Lord,  but  I’ll  to  White- 
Hall)  and  fee. 

L.  PlauJ.  And  I,  whefe  I  (hall  find  you  are  abus’d. 

Nov.  Where,  if  it  be  fo,  for  our  comfort,  we  cannot  fail  of  meeting 
with  Fellow- fufferers  enough^  for  as  Freeman  faid  of  another,  Ihe  Hands  in 
the  Drawing  room,  like  the  Glafs,  ready  for  all  Comers,  to  fet  their  Gal¬ 
lantry  by  her:  and  like  the  Glafs  too,  let’s  no  man  go  from  her,  unfatisfi’d 

with  himfelf.  [Ex.  Ambo. 

■  1  )  : 

Enter  Olivia  and  Boy. 

Oliv.  Both  here,  and  juft  gone? 

Boy.  Yes,  Madam. 

Oliv.  But  are  you  fure  neither  faw  you  deliver  the  other  a  Letter  ? 

Boy.  Yes,  yes.  Madam,  1  am  very  fure. 

Oliv.  Go  thei  to  the  Old  Exchange ,  to  Weflminfer ,  Holbourn ,  and  all  the 
other  places  I  told  you  of  •,  1  (hall  nos  need  you  thefe  two  hours:  Be  gone, 
and  take  the  Candle  with  you,  and  be  fure  you  leave  word  again  below,  I 
am  gone  out,  to  all  that  aik. 

Boy .  Yes,  Madam. 

Oliv.  And  my  new  Lover  will  not  aik  I’m  fure*,  he  has  his  Lelfon,  and 
cannot  mifs  me  here,  tho’  in  the  dark  :  which  1  have  purpofely  defign’d,  as 
a  remedy  againft  my  blufhing  Gallant’s  modefty ;  for  ycung  Levers,  like 
Game-Cocks,  are  made  bolder,  by  being  kept  without  light. 

Enter  her  Husband  Vernifh,  as  from  a  Journey. 

far.  Where  is  (he?  Darknefs  everywhere!  [Softly. 

Oliv.  What,  come  before  your  time  /  my  Soul  '  my  Life  '  your  hafte  has 

augmented  your  kindnefs ;  and  let  me  thank  you  for  it  thus,  and  thus - - 

[Embracing  and  faffing  Hm .]  And  tho’  (my  Soul )  the  little  time  fince  you 
left  me,  has  feem’d  an  Age  to  my  impatience,  fure  it  is  yet  bus  feven — - 
Ver.  How !  who’s  that  you  expected  after  feven  ? 

Oliv.  Ha/  my  Husband  return’d!  and  have  I  been  throwing  away  fo 

many 
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many  kind  Kifles  on  my  Husband,  and  wrong’d  my  Lover  already  ? 

Fer.  Speak,  I  fay,  who  was’t  you  expefted  after  fevcn  ? 

Oliv.  Whatfhali  I  fay.? - — oh -  [ \j4Jide . 

Why  ’ds  but  feveft  days,  is  it,  deart  ft,  fince  you  went  out  of  Town  ?  and  l 
expected  you  not  fo  foon. 

Fer.  No,  fure,  ’tis  but  five  days  fince  I  left  you. 

Oliv.  Pardon  my  impatience,  dcareft,  I  thought  ’em  feven  at  leafT. 

Fer.  Nay  then - 

Ohisj.  But,  my  life,  you  fhall  never  ftay  half  fo  long  from  me  again  ;  you 
(han’t  indeed,  by  this  kifs,  you  fhan’c. 

Fer.  No,  no;  but  why  alone  in  the  dark  ? 

Oliv.  Blame  not  my  melancholy  in  your  abfence— 

Bur,  my  foul,  fince  you  went,  I  have  ftrange  News  to  tell  you :  Manly  is 
return’d .  ' 

Fer.  Manly  return’d  1  Fortune  forbid. 

Oliv.  Met  with  th e?  Dutch  in  the  Chanel,  fought,  funk  his  Ship,  and  all 
he  carry’d  with  him:  he  was  here  with  me  yefterday. 

Ftr.  And  did  you  own  our  Marriage  to  him  ? 

OUv.  I  told  him  1  was  marri’d,  to  pus  an  end  to  his  love,  and  my  trou¬ 
ble,;  but  to  wftom,  is  yet  a  fecret  kept  from  hirn,  and  all  the  World  :  And 
I  have  us’d  him  fo  fcurvily,  his  great  fpirit  will  ne’re  return,  to  reafon  it 
farther  wifh  me  ;  I  have  fent  him  to  Sea  again,  1  warrant. 

Fer.  ’Twas  bravely  done.  And  fure  he  will  now  hate  the  (hare  more 
than  ever,  after  fo  great  a  difappointment.  Be  you  fure  only  to  keep  a 
while  our  great  fecret,  till  he  be  gone  :  in  the  mean  time  I’ll  lead  the  eafie, 
honeft  Fool  by  the  Nofe,  as  I  us’d  to  do;  and,  whil’ft  he  ftays,  rail  with 
him  at  thee  j  and,  when  he’s  gone,  laugh  with  thee  at  him.  But  have  you 
his  Cabinet  of  Jewels  fafe.?  Part  not  with  a  Seed-Pearl  to  him,  to  keep 
him  from  ftarving. 

OUv.  Nor  from  hanging. 

Fer.  Ks  cannot  recover ’em*,  and,  I  think,  willfcornto  beg ’em  again. 

Oliv.  But,  my  life,  have  you  taken  the  thoufand  Guineys  he  left  in  my 
name,  out  of  the  Goldfmith’s  hands  ? 

Fer.  Ay,  ay,  they  are  remov’d  to  another  Goldfmith’s. 

Oliv.  Ay  But,  my  Soul,  you  had  beft  have  a  care  he  find  not  where  the 
Money  is :  for  his  prefent  wants  (as  I’m  infqrm’d)  are  fuch,  as  will  make 
him  inquifitive  enough. 

-  Fer.  You  fay  true,  and  he  knows  the  man  too:  but  I’ll  remove  it  to 
morrow.  * 

Oliv.  To  morrow  ?  O  do  not  ftay  till  to  morrow :  go  to  night,  imme* 
diatcly.  *  r 

Fer-  Now  1  think  on’t,  you  advife  well,  and  I  will  go  prefently. 

Oliv.  Prefently!  inftantly:  f  will  not  let  you  ftay  a  jot. 

Fer.  I  will  then,  tho’  I  return  not  home  till  twelve. 

Oliv.  Nay  tho’  not  till  morning,  with  all  my  heart:  go,  deareft,  lam 

impatient  till  you  are  gone. -  *  [Tbrufls  him  out ; 

So,  I  have  at  once  now  brought  about  thofe  two  grateful  bufineffes,  which 

12  .  x  all 
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all  prudent  Women  do  together,  fecured  Money  and  pleasure  *,  and  now 
all  interruptions  of  the  laft  are  remov’d.  Go,  Husband,  and  come  up, 
Friend  }  juft  the  Buckets  in  the  Wellythe  abfence  of  one  brings  the  o- 
ther}  bull  hope,  like  them  too,  they  will  not  meet  in  the  way,  juftle, 
and  clafh  together.  ■  / 

Enter  Fidelia,  and  Manly  treading  foftly ,  and  flaying 
behind  at  fome  difiance. 

*  i  f'r  y:'Y:  ,  .A  '  ■"  ,  "  ,  s*  , >;  *  * 

So,  you  are  come  ?  (but  not  the  Husband-bucket,  I  hope,  again.)  Who’s 
there  ?  my  deareft  ?  g Softly . 

Fid.  My’ life - * 

Oliv.  Right,  right :  where  are  thy  lips  ?  here,  take  the  dumb,  and  beft 
Welcomes,  Kifles  and  Embraces-,  ’cis  not  a  time  for  idle  words.  In  a  Duel 
of  Love,  as  in,  others,  Parlying  (hews  bafely.  Come  we  are  alone  ?  and 
now  the  Word  is  only  fatisfaftion,  and  defend  not  thy  felf. 

Man.  How’s  this?  how!  (he  makes  Love  like  a  Devil  in  a  Play 5  and 

in  this  darknefs,  which  conceals  her  Angel’s  face}  if  I  were  apt  to  be  a- 

fraid,  I  fhou’d  think  her  a  Devil.  \_Apde, 

Oliv.  What,  you  traverfe  ground,  young  Gentleman. 

’\  [Tidelia  avoiding  her. 

Fid.  I  take  breath  only. 

Man .  Good  Heav’ns !  how  was  I  deceiv’d  1  g Afide. 

Oliv.  Nay,  you  area  Coward  ;  what, are  you  afraid  of  the  fiercenefs  of 

my  Love  ? 

Fid.  Yes,  Madam,  left  its  violence  might  prefage  its  change-,  and  I  muft 
needs  be  afraid  you  wou’d  leave  me  quickly,  who  cou’d  defert  fo  brave  a 
Gentleman  as  Manly. 

Oliv.  O!  name  not  fcis  Name;  for  in  a  time  of  ftoln  joys,  as  this  is, 
the  filthy  Name  of  Husband  were  not  a  more  allaying  found. 

Man.  There’s  fome  comfort  yet.  HAflde, 

Fid .  But  did  you  not  love  him  ? 

Oliv.  Neven  How  cou’d  you  think  it  ?  - 

Fid.  Becaufe  he  thought  it,  who  is  a  Man  of  that  fenfe,  nice  difcerning, 
and  diffideney,  and  I  fhould  think  it  hard  to  deceive  him. 

Oliv.  No  }  he  that  diftrufts  moft  the  World,  trufts  moft  to  himfelf,  and 
is  but  the  more  eafily  deceiv’d,  becaufe  he  thinks  he  can’t  be  deceiv’d :  his 
cunning  is  like  the  Coward’s  Sword,  by  which  he  is  oftner  worfted,  thaa 
defended. 

Fid •  Yet,fure,  you  us’d  no  common  Art,  to  deceive  him. 

Oliv.  I  knew  he  loved  his  own  lingular  morofenefs  fo  well,  as  to  dote 
upon  any  Copy  of  it }  wherefore  I  feign’d  an  hatred  to  the  World  too, 
that  he  might  love  me  in  earneft :  but,  if  it  had  been  hard  to  deceive 
him.  I’m  fure  t’were  much  harder  to  love  him.  A  dogged,  ill*man« 
aer’d— 

Fid.  D’ye  hear  me.  Sir?  pray  hear  her* 

f  .  ~  L Afldeto  Manly.’ 

qUv. 
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Oliv.  Surly,  untra&able,  fnarling  Brute!  he!  a  Malty-dog  were  as  fit  a 
thing  to  make  a  Gallant  of. 

Man.  Ay,  a  Goat,  or  Monkey  were  fitter  for  thee.  [dfide. 

Fid.  I  muft  confefs,  for  my  part,  (tho’my  Riyal)  I  cannot  but  fay  he  has  a 
manly  handfomnefs  in’s  face  and  meen. 

Oliv.  So  has  a  Saracen  in  the  fign. r 

Fid.  Is  proper  and  well  made. 

Oliv.  As  a  Dray-man. 

Fid.  Has  Wit. 

Oliv.  He  rails  ac  all  Mankind. 

Fid.  And  undoubted  Courage. 

Oliv.  Like  the  Hangman’s,  can  murder  a  man  when  his  hands  are  ty’d. 
He  has  Cruelty  indeed  ;  which  is  no  more  Courage,  than  his  railing  is 

Wit. 

Man.  Thus  Women,  and  Men  like  Women,  are  too  hard  for  us,  when 
they  think  we  do  not  hear  ’em  f  and  Reputation,  like  other  Miffcreffes,  is 
never  true  to  a  Man  in  his  absence.  [4Jide, 

Fid.  He  is - 

Oliv.  Pr’ythe*?  no  more  of  him  5  I  thought  I  had  fatisfied  you  enough 
before,  that  he  cou’d  v._r  be  a  Rival  for  you  to  apprehend  ;  and  you 
need  not  be  more  ailr  M  of  my  avsrfion  to. him,  but  by  the  la  A  Teftimony 
of  my  love  to  v  '  a:  wnich  1  am  ready  to  give  you.  Come,  my  Soul,  this 
way -  [Pulls  Fidelia. 

Fid.  Buf,  Madam,  what  cou’d  make  you  diflemble  love  to  him,  when 
’twas  fo  hard  a  thing  for  you,  and  flatter  his  love  to  you  ? 

Oliv,  That  which  makes  all  the  World  flatter  and  diflemble,  ’twas  his 
Money:  I  had  a  real  paflion  for  that.  Yet  I  lov’d  not’that  fo  well,  as  for 
it  to  take  him  y  for,  as  fbon  as  I  had  Money,  I  haflmed  his  departure:  like 
a  Wife,  who,  when  Ihe  has  made  the  moil:  of  a  dying  Husband’s  breath, 
pulls  away  the  Pi  flow. 

Man .  Damn’d  Money  !  its  Mailer’s  potent  Rival  fliil  j  and,  like  a  fancy 
Pimp,  corrupts  it  felf  the  Miftrefs  it  procures  for  us.  [dfidc. 

Oliv.  But  l  did  not  think  with  you,  my  life,  to  pafs  my  time  in  talking. 
Come  hither,  come  j  yet  flay,  till  I  have  lock’d  a  door  in  the  other  Room, 
that  may  chance  to  let  us  in  fome  interruption  which  reciting  Poets,  or 
lofing  Gamflers  fear  not  more  than  I  at  this  time  do. 

[Exit  Olivia. 

Fid.  Well,  1  hope,  you  are  now  fatisfied.  Sir,  and  will  be  gone  to  think 
of  your  Revenge  ?  « 

*  Man.  No,  I  am  not  fatisfied,  and  mull  flay  to  be  reveng'd. 

Fid.  How,  Sir  ?  You’ll  ufe  no  violence  to  her,  I  hope,  and  forfeit  ycur 
own  Life,  to  take  away  hers /  That  were  no  Revenge. 

Man.  No,  no,  you  need  not  fear:  my  revenge  fball  only  be  upon  her 
Honour,  not  her  Life. 

Fid.  How,  Sir?  her  Honour?  O  Heavens!  Conflder,  Sir,  fhe  has  no 
Honour.  D’ye  call  that  Revenge  ?  Can  yon  think  of  fuch  a  thing  t  But 
reflect.  Sir,  how  fne  hates  and  loaths  you* 

Man* 
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'Mm.  Yes,  fo  much  (he  hafes  me,  that  it  wou’d  be  a  revenge  fufficient  to 
make  her  acceflary  to  my  pleafure,  and  then  let  her  know  it. 

^  Fid.  No,  Sir,  no  y  to  be  reveng’d  on  her  now,  were  to  difappoint  her. 
Pray,  Sir,  let  us  be  gone.  [M;  Manly. 

Man.  Hold  off.  What,  you  are  my  Rival  then;  and  therefore  you  fhall 
flay,  and  keep  the  door  for  me,  w  hi  Pit  I  go  in  for  you :  but,  when  I’m 
gone,  if  you  dare  to  far  off  from  this  very  Board,  or  breath  the  leaft 
murmuring  Accent,  I’ll  cut  her  Throat  firft,  and  if  you  love  her,  you  will 
not  venture  her  life*,  nay,  then  I’ll  cut  your  Throat  too  j  and  I  know  you 
love  your  own  life  at  leaft. 

Fid.  Bur,  Sir,  good  Sir. 

Man.  Not  a  word  more,  left  I  begin  my  Revenge  on  her,  by  killing 
you. 

Fid.  But  are  you  fare  ’tis  Revenge,  that  makes  you  do  this  ?  bow  can 
it  be  ? 

Man.  Whift. 

Fid.  ’Tis  a  ftrange  Revenge  indeed. 

Man.  If  you  make  me  ftay,  I  fhall  keep  my  word,  and  begin  with  you. 
No  more. 

C  Fxit  Manly,  at  the  fame  door  Olivia  went. 

,  i 

/'  7 '  '  ’*’• 

Manet  Fidelia- 

i  ■' 

Fid.  O  Heavens '  is  there  not  punifhment  enough 
In  loving  well,  if  you  will  have’t  a  Crime  y 
But  you  muft  add  frefh  Torments  daily  to’c. 

And  punifh  us  like  peevifh  Rivals  ftil), 

Becaufe  we  fain  would  find  a  Heaven  here  ? 

But  did  there  never  any  love  like  me, 

Thatuntry’d  Tortures  you  muft  find  me  out  ? 

Others,  at  worft,  you  force  to  kill  tbemfelves ; 

But  I  muft  be  Self-murd’refs  of  my  love. 

Yet  will  not  grant  me  pow’r  to  end  my  Life, 

My  cruel  Life ;  for  when  a  Lover’s  hopes 
Are  dead,  and  gone,  Life’s  unmerciful. 

\jSitf  down^  and  weeps. 

Enter  Manly  to  her. 

V  • 

Mm.  I  have  thought  better  on’t  ^  I  muft  not  difcover  my  felf  now  I 
am  without  Witnefles:  for  if  I  barely  would  publifh  it,  fhe  wou’d  deny  it 
with  as  much  impudence,  as  fhe  wou’d  a  ft  it  again  with  this  young  Fellow 
here.  Where  are  you  ? 

Fid.  Here- — oh — -now  1  fuppcfe  we  may  be  gone. 

Man.  I  will,  but  not  you  •,  you  muft  ftay,  and  aft  the  fecond  part  of  a 
Lover:  that  is,  talk  kindnefs  to  her, 

*  Fid.  Not  I,  Sir.  ’  -  ’** 

>■  ' 


Man . 
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Man.  Mo  difputing,  Sir,  you  muft:  ’tis  neceflary  to  my  defign,  of  com¬ 
ing  again  to  morrow  night. 

Fid.  What,  can  you  come  again  then  hither?  \ 

Man.  Yes,  and  you  muft  make  the  appointment,  and  an  Apology  for 
your  leaving  her  To  foon  ;  for  1  have  faid  not  a  word  to  her,  but  have  kept 
your  counfel,  as  l  expert  you  fhou’d  do  mine :  do  this  faithfully,  and  1  pro- 
mife  you  here  you  fhall  run  my  Fortune  ftill,  and  we  will  never  part  as  long 
as  we  live;  bat,  if  you  do  not  do  ir,  expert  not  to  live. 

Fid.  ’Tis  hard.  Sir;  but  fuch  a  consideration  will  make  it  eafier:  you 
won’t  forget  your  promife,  Sir  ? 

Man.  No,  by  Heavens.  But  I  hear  her  coming.  [Exit. 

Enter  Olivia  to  Fidelia. 

Oliv.  Where  is  my  Life?  run  from  me  already.’  you  do  not  love  me* 
deareft  ;  nay,  you  are  argry  vi  b  me  *,  fer  you  wou’d  net  fo  muchartpesk 
a  kind  word  to  me  within:  What  was  the  reafon  ? 

Fid.  I  was  tranfported  too  much. 

Oliv.  That’s  kind  *,  but  come,  my  Soul,  what  make  you  here  ?  let  us  go 
in  again,  we  may  be  furpriz’d  in  this  Room*  ’tis  fo  near  the  ftairs. 

Fid .  No,  we  fhall  hear  the  better  here,  if  any  body  fhou’d  come  up. 

Oliv.  Nay,  1  allure  you,  we  fhall  be  fecure  enough  within:  Come, 
come - - 

Fid.  1  am  fick,  and  troubled  with  a  fuddain  dizinefs ;  cannot  ftir  yet. 

Oliv.  Come,  I  have  Spirits  within. 

Fid.  Oh  !  - - don’t  you  hear  a  noife.  Madam  ? 

Oliv.  No,  no,  there  is  none  :  Come,  come.  [Fulls  her. 

Fid.  Indeed  there  is }  and  I  love  you  fo  much,  1  muft  have  a  care  of  your 
Honour,  if  you  won’t,  and  go  ;  but  to  come  to  you  to  morrow  night,  if 
you  plea fe. 

Oliv.  With  all  my  Soul ;  but  you  muft  not  go  yet:  Come,  pr’ythee. 

Fid.  Oh  ! - 1  am  now  ficker,  and  am  afraid  of  one  of  my  Firs. 

Oliv.  What  Fits? 

Fid.  Of  the  falling  ficknefs:  and  \  lie  generally  an  hour  in  a  trance;  there¬ 
fore  pray  confider  your  honour,  for  the  fake  of  my  love,  and  iet  me  go, 
that  1  may  return  to  you  often. 

Oliv.  Bus  will  you  be  fure  then  to  come  to  morrow  night  ? 

Fid.  Yes. 

Oliv.  Swear. 

Fid.  By  our  paft  kindnefs. 

Oliv.  Well,  go  your  ways  then;  if  you  will,  you  naughty  Creature 
you.  #  [Exit  Fidel. 

Thefe  young  Lovers,  with  their  fears  and  modefty,  make  themlelves  as  bad 
as  old  ones  to  us ;  and  1  apprehend  their  balhfuineft,  more  than  their  tai¬ 
ling  • 

Fidelia  returns. 

Fid.  0,  Madam,  we’rs  undone!  there  was  a  Gentleman  upon  the  ftairs, 

*  15  corning 
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coming  up  with  a  Candle  ^  which  made  me  retire.  Look  you,  here  he 
comes ! 

Enter  Vernifh,  and  his  Man  with  a  Light, 

0  ,  - 

Oliv.  How/  my  Husband!  Oh,  undone  indeed  !  This  way.  £J Ex, 

Ver.  Ha  !  You  fhall  not  efcape  me  fo,  Sir.  {Stops  Fidelia. 

Etd.  O  Heavens!  more  fears,  plagues,  and  Torments  yet  in  ftore! 

jlfide. 

Ver.  Come,  Sir,  I  guefs  what  your  buliaefs  was  here  ,  but  this  muff  be 
your  bufinefs  now.  Draw.  {Draws. 

Fid.  Sir - 

Vcr.  No  Exportations :  1  fhall  not  care  to  hear  of’t.  Draw. 

Fid.  Good  Sir. 

Ver.  How,  you  Rafcsl !  not  courage  to  draw,  yet  durft  do  me  the  great¬ 
er  injury  in  the  World  ?  Thy  Cowardife  fhall  not  fave  thy  life. 

{Offers  to  ran  at  Fidelia. 

Fid.  O  hold,  Sir,  and  fend  but  your  Servant  down,  and  I’ll  fatisfie  you, 
Sir,  I  cou’d  not  injure  you  as  you  imagine. 

Ver.  Leave  the  light,  and  be  gone.  {Exit  Serv. 

Now,  quickly,  Sir,  what  you  have  to  fay,  or - 

Fid.  1  am  a  Woman,  Sir,  a  very  unfortunate  Woman. 

Ver.  How!  A  very  handfora  Woman  I’m  fure  then:  Here  are  Witnef- 
fes  oPt  too,  I  confefs — — ■ —  {Palls  of  her  Peruke,  and  feels  her  Breajis. 

Well,  I’m  glad  to  find  the  Tables  turn’d,  my  Wife  in  more  danger  of 
Cukoiding,  than  I  was.  _  {Ajtde. 

Fid.  Now,  Sir,  l  hope  you  are  fo  much  a  Man  of  Honour,  as  to  let  me 
go,  now  I  have  fatisfi’d  you,  Sin 

Per.  When  you  have  fatisfiM  me.  Madam,  I  wiil. 

Fid.  I  hope,  Sir,  you  are  too  much  a  Gentleman,  to  urge  fcbefe  fecrets 
from  a  Woman,  which  concern  her  Honour  :  You  may  guefs  my  misfortune 
to  be  Love,  by  my  difguife ,  but  ai  pair  of  Breeches  cou’d  not  wrong  you, 
Sir.  ‘  ,  , 

Ver.  I  may  believe  Love  has  chang’d  your  outfide,  which  cou’d  not  wrong 
me  ;  but  why  did  my  Wife  run  away  ? 

Fid.  I  know  not>  Sir-,  perhaps  becsufe  fhe  wou’d  not  be  forc’d  to  difco- 
ver  me  to  you,  or  to  guide  me  from  your  fufpicions,  that  you  might  not  dif- 
cover  me  your  felf  y  which  ungentleman-like  curiofity  1  hope  you  will  ceafe 
to  have,  and  let  me  go. 

Ver.  Well,  Madam,  if  I  mutt  not  know  who  you  are,  ’twill  fuffice  for  me 
only  to  know  certainly  what  you  are  :  which  you  rauft  not  deny  me.  Come, 
there  is  a  Bed  within,  the  proper  Racks  for  Lovers  \  and  if  you  are  a 
Woman,  there  you  can  keep  no  lecrets,  you’ll  tell  me  there  all  unask’d. 
Come.  {Palls  her. 

Fid .  Oh  /  what  d’ye  mean  ?  Help,  oh-*— — — 

Ver.  i’ll  fhow  you  ;  but  Ris  in  vain  to  cry  out :  no  one  dares^help  you,  for 

1'  am  Lord  here. 

Fid. 
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Fid.  Tyrant  here;  but  if  you  are  Matter  of  this  Houfe,  which  I  have 
taken  for  a  San&uary,  do  not  violate  it  your  felf. 

Fer.  No,  I’ll  preferve  you  here,  and  nothing  fhall  hurt  you,  and  will  be 
as  true  to  you,  as  your  difguife  ;  but  you  mutt  truft  me  then.  Come,  come. 

Fid.  Oh  !  oh !  rather  than  you  fhou’d  drag  me  to  a  death  fo  horrid, 
and  fo  fnameful,  I’ll  die  here  a  thoufand  deaths;  but  you  do  not  look  like  a 
Ravilher,  Sir. 

Fer.  Nor  you  like  one  wou’d  put  me  to’t,  but  if  you  will—*—* 

Fid.  Oh !  Oh  !  help,  help- - 


Enter  Servant. 


Fer.  You  faucy  Rafcal,  how  durft  you  come  in,  when  you  heard  a  Wo¬ 
man  lqueak  ?  that  fhou’d  have  been  your  Cue  to  ihut  the  door. 

Serv.  I  come,  Sir,  to  let  you  know,  the  Alderman  coming  home  imraedi- 
ately  after  you  were  at  his  Houfe,  has  fent  his  Calheer  with  the  Money,  ac¬ 
cording  to  your  Note. 

Fer.  Dam  his  Money !  Money  never  came  to  any  fure  unfeafonably,  till 
now.  Bid  him  ftay. 

Serv.  He  fays,  he  cannot  a  moment. 

Fer.  Receive  it  you  then. 

Serv.  He  lays,  he  mutt  have  your  Receipt  for  it :  he  is  in  hafte,  for  i 
hear  him  coming  up.  Sir. 

Fer.  Dam  him.  Help  me  in  here  then  with  this  difhonourer  of  my  Fa¬ 
mily. 

Fid.  Oh!  oh  ! 

Serv.  You  fay  fhe  is  a  Woman,  Sir. 

Fer.  No  matter.  Sir;  mutt  you  prate? 

Fid.  Oh  Heavens!  is  there-— — 

[They  thruft  her  in ,  and  lock.the  door3 

Fer .  Stay  there,  my  Prifoner ;  you  have  a  fliorfi  reprieve. 


Pll  fetch  the  Gold ,  and  that  foe  can't  re  ft  ft ; 
For  with  a  full  hand  Jtis  we  ravifo  be  ft. 

Finis  A&us  Quartus. 


[Exeunt. 
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ACT  V.  SCENE  1. 

Eliza!  Lodgings. 

/  ,  7  \ 

Enter  Olivia,  and  Eliza. 

« 

Vliv.  A  H,  Coufin,  nothing  troubles  me,  but  that  1  have  given  the  mail- 
Jx,  cious  World  it’s  Revenge,  and  Reafon  now  to  talk  as  freely  of 
xne,  as  I  us’d  to  do  of  it* 

Eliz.:  Faith,  then  let  not  that  trouble  you*,  for,  to  be  plain,  Coufin,  the 
;World  cannot  talk  worfe  of  you,  than  it  did  before. 

Oliv.  How,  Coufin?  I’d  have  you  to  know,  before  this  faux  pafs,  this  trip 
of  mine,  the  World  cou’d  not  talk  of  me. 

Eliz..  Only  that  you  mind  other  Peoples  Actions  fo  much,  that  you  take 
no  care  of  your  own,  but  to  hide  ’em  5  that,  like  a  Thief,  becaufe  you  know 
your  felf  moft  guilty,  you  impeach  your  Fellow-Criminals  firft,  to  clear  your 
felf. 

Oliv.  O  wicked  World ! 

Eliz,.  That  you  pretend  an  averfion  to  all  Mankind  in  publick,  only  that 
their  Wives  and  Miftreffes  may  not  be  jealous,  and  hinder  you  of  their  con- 
verfation  in  private. 

Oliv.  Bafe  World? 

Eliz..  That  abroad  you  fallen  quarrels  upon  innocent  Men,  for  talking  of 
you,  only  to  bring  ’em  to  ask  you  pardon  at  home,  and  to  become  dear 
Friends  with  them,  who  were  hardly  your  acquaintance  before. 

Oliv.  Abominable  World  / 

Eliz*  That  you  condemn  the  obfcenity  of  modern  Plays,  only  that  you 
may  not  be  cenfur’d  for  never  miffing  the  moft  obfcene  of  the  old  ones. 

OUv.  Damn’d  World! 

Eliz..  That  you  deface  the  nudities  of  Pi&ures,  and  little  Statues,  only 
becaufe  they  are  not  real. 

Oliv.  O,  fie,  fie,  fie  *  hideous,  hideous,  Coufin  !  the  obfcenity  of  their 
Cenfures  makes  me  bluffi. 

Eliz*.  The  truth  of  ’em,  the  naughty  World  wou’dfay  now. 

Enter  Lett  ice  haftUy. 

e 

Let.  O  !  Madam,  here  is  that  Gentleman  coming  up,  who  now  you  fay 
is  my  Matter. 

Oliv.  O,  Coufin,  whither  (hall  I  run*?  protect  me,  or - - 

[Olivia  runs  away,  and  (lands  at  a  difiance. 
Enter  Verniffi. 

tier.  Nay,  nay,  come — — 

‘  V  .  Oliv. 
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Oliv.  O,  Sir,  forgive  me. 

Ver .  Yes,  yes,  l  can  forgive  you  being  alone  in  the  dark  with  a  Womars 
in  Mans  cloaths  *,  but  have  a  care  of  a  Man  in  Womens  cloaths. 

Oliv .  What  does  he  mean?  he  diffembles,  only  to  get  me  into  his  power: 
Or  has  my  dear  Friend  made  him  believe  he  was  a  Woman  t  My  Husband 
may  be  deceiv’d  by  him,  but  I’m  fure  I  was  not.  [^Jfide. 

Ver.  Come,  come,  you  need  not  have  lay’n  out  of  your  Houfe  for  this; 
but  perhaps  you  were  afraid,  when  I  was  warm  with  fufpicions,  ‘you  muff 
have  difcover’d  who  (he  was:  And  pr’y thee,  may  I  not  know  it? 

Oliv.  She  was — -(I  hope  he  has  been  deceiv’d  :  and,  Face  my  Lover 
has  play’d  the  Card,  I  mult  not  renounce.;  \_Jfidc. 

Ver.  Come,  what’s  the  matter  with  thee?  if  I  mull  not  know  who.(heis8 
Pm  fatisfi’d  without.  Come  hither.  , 

Oliv.  Sure  you  do  know  her  *,  (he  has  told  you  her  felf,  I  fuppofe. 

Ver.  No,  1  might  have  known  her  better,  but  that  I  was  interrupted  by 
the  Goldfmith  you  know,  and  was  forc’d  to  lock  her  into  your  Chamber; 
to  keep  her  from  his  fight  j  but,  when  I  return’d,  1  found  (he  was  got  a- 
way,  by  tying  the  window-curtains  to  the  Balcony,  by  which  (he  flid  down 
into  the  ftreet :  for,  you  mult  know,  I  jelled  with  her,  and  made  her  believe 
Pd  raviih  her  *,  which  (he  apprehended,  it  feems,  in  earned. 

Oliv.  Then  (he  got  from  you  ? 

Ver.  Yes. 

Oliv.  And  is  quite  gone  ? 

Ver.  Yes. 

Oliv.  I’m  glad  on’c— other  wife  you  had  ravi(h’d  her,  Sir?  but  how 
dar’ft  thou  go  fo  far,  as  to  make  her  believe  you  wan’d  ravhh  her  ?  let  me 
underftand  that.  Sir.  What!  there’s  guilt  in  your  face,  you  blush  too:  nay; 
then  you  did  ravfih  her,  you  did,  you  bafe  Fellow.  What,  rfevifh  a  Woman 
in  the  firft  month  of  her  Marriage  !  ’Tis  a  double  injury  to  me,  thou  bafe 
ungrateful  Man ;  wrong  my  Bed  already,  Villain !  I  cou’d  tear  out  thofe 
falfe  Eyes,  barbarous,  unworthy  Wretch. 

Eltz,.  So,  fob- - .  **" 

Ver.  Pr’y  thee  hear,  my  Dear. 

Oliv.  1  will  never  hear  you,  my  Plague,  my  Torment. 

Ver.  \  fwear— pr’ythee  hear  me. 

Oliv.  1  have  heard  already  too  many  of  your  falfe  Oaths  and  Vows,  cfpe-1 
dally  your  laffc  in  the  Church.  O  wicked  Man !  And  wretched  Woman 
that  1  was !  1  wHh  I  had  then  funk  down  into  a  Grave,  rather  than  to  have 
given  you  my  hand,  to  be  led  to  your  lothfom  Beed.  Oh— — oh— — 

£Seetns  to  Wee  pi 

Ver.  So,  very  fine  /  juft  a  Marriage-quarrel !  Which  tho’  it  generally 
begins  by  the  Wife’s  fault,  yet,  in  the  conclusion,  it  becomes  the  Huff 
band’s  \  and  whofoever  offends  at  firft,  he  only  is  fare  to  ask  pardon  at  lafh 
My  Dear - — 

Oliv.  My  Devil—— 

Ver.  Come,  pr’ythee  be  appeas’d,  and  go  home  ^  I  have  befpoken  our 
Supper  betimes  •,  for  i  cou’d  not  eat,  till  \  found  you.  Go,  Pll  give  yc«a 

2  $11 
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all  kind  of  fatisfaftions  •,  and  one,  which  ufes  to  be  a  reconciling  one.  Two 
hundred  of  thofe  Guineys  I  receiv’d  laft  Night,  to  do  what  you  will 

with. 

Oliv.  What,  wou’d  you  pay  me  for  being  your  Bawd  t 
Vtr.  Nay,  pr’ythee  no  more  *  go  and  I’ll  throughly  fatisfie  you  when  I 
come  home  t,  and  then,  too,  we  will  have  a  fit  of  laughter  at  Manly ,  whom 
1  am  going  to  find  at  the  Cock,  in  Bow-fireet,  where  i  hear  he  din’d.  Go, 
deareft,  go  home. 

Ehz..  A  very  pretty  turn,  indeed,  this!  [sifide. 

E'er.  Now,  Coufin,  fince  by  my  Wife  I  have  that  honour,  and  priviledge 
of  calling  you  fo,  1  have  fomething  to  beg  of  you  too  j  which  is,  not  to 
take  notice  of  our  Marriage  to  any  whatever,  yet  a  while,  for  fome  reafons 
very  important  to  me  :  and  next,  that  you  will  do  my  Wife  the  honour  to 
go  home  with  her,  a'nd  me  the  favour,  to  ufe  that  power  you  have  with 
her,  in  our  reconcilement. 

Eliz..  That  1  dare  promife,  Sir,  will  be  no  hard  matter. 

Your  Servant.  [Exit  Vernifii. 

Well,  Coufiu,  this  I  confefs  was  reafonable  hypocrifie;  you  where  the  bet- 
the  for’e. 

Oliv.  What  hypocrifie  ? 

Eliz ..  Why,  this  laft  deceit  of  your  Husband  was  lawful,  fince  in  your 

own  defence. 

Oliv .  What  deceit  ?  I’d  have  you  to  know,  1  never  deceiv’d  my  Hus¬ 
band. 

Eliz..  You  do  not  underftand  me,  fure-,  I  fay,  this  was  an  honeft  come- 
off,  and  a  good  one:  but  ’twas  a  fign  your  Gallant  had  had  enough  of  your 
converfation,  fince  he  cou’d  fo  dextroufly  cheat  your  Husband  in  paffing 
for  a  Woman. 

Oliv.  What  dy’e  mean,  once  more,  with  my  Gallant,  and  psffing  for  a 
Woman  ? 

Eliz..  What  do  you  mean  ?  you  fee  your  Husband  took  him  for  a  Wo¬ 
man. 

Oliv.  Whom  ? 

Eliz..  Hey-day  !  why,  the  man  he  found  you  with,  for  whom  lad  Night 

you  ivere  fo  much  afraid  y  and  who  you  told  me— - — ' 

Oliv.  Lord,  you  rave  fure  ! 

Ehz.  Why  did  not  you  tell  me  laft  night - - 

Oliv.  I  know  not  what  1  might  tell  you  laft  night,  in  a  fright. 

Ehz..  Ay,  what  was  that  fright  for?  for  3  Woman  ?  befides,  were  you 
not  afraid  to  fee  your  Husband  juft  now  ?  I  warrant,  only  for  having  been 
found  with  a  Woman!  nay,  did  you  not  juft  now  too  own  ycur  falfeftep, 
or  crip,  as  you  call’d  it  ?  which  was  with  a  Woman  too!  Fy,  this  fooling 
is  fo  infipid,  ’vis  offenfive. 

Oliv.  And  fooling  with  my  Honour  will  be  more  offenfive.  Did  you  not 
hear  my  Husband  lay,  he  found  me  with  a  Woman,  in  mans  cloaths  ?  And 
d’ye  think  be  does  not  know  a  Man  from  a  Woman  ? 

Eliz..  Not  fo  well.  I’m  fure,  as  you  do ;  therefore  I’d  rather  take  your 

word  -s  Oliv. 
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Oliv.  What,  you  grow  fcurrilous,  and  are  I  find  more  cenforious  than  the 
World  /  I  muft  have  a  care  of  you,  I  fee.  .  ~ 

Eliz..  No,  you  need  not  fear  yet,  I’ll  keep  your  fecret. 

Oliv.  My  fecret!  I’d  have  you  to  know,  I  have  no  need  of  Confidents, 
tho’  you  value  your  felf  upon  being  a  good  one. 

Eliz.,  O  admirable  confidence !  you  (how  more  ia  denying  your  wicked- 
nefs,  than  other  people  in  glorying  in’t. 

Oliv.  Confidence,  to  me/  to  me  fuch  language!  nay,  then  I’ll  never  fee 
your  face  again.  I’ll  quarrel  with  her,  that  people  may  never  believe  1  was 
in  her  power  y  but  take  for  malice  all  the  truth  (he  may  fpeak  againfl:  me 
^A/tdei}  Lettice ,  where  are  you  ?  let  us  be  gone  from  this  cenforious  id 
Woman. 

Eliz..  Nay,  thou  (halt  flay  a  little*  to  damn  thy  felf  quite.  [Afide. 

One  word  firfl,  pray  Madam  \  can  you  fwear  that  whom  your  Husband  found 
with  you - - 

Oliv.  Swear!  ay,  that  whofoever  ’cwas  that  Hole  up,  unknown,  into  my 
Room,  when  ’twasdark,  I  know  not  whether  Man  or  Woman,  by  Heav’ns, 
by  all  that’s  good  ^  or,  may  1  never  more  have  joys  here,  or  in  the  other 
World  :  nay,  may  I  eternally — — - 

Eliz..  Be  damn’d.  So,  fo,  you  are  damn’d  enough  already  by  your  Oaths  \ 
and  I  enough  confirm’d  :  and  now  you  may  pleafe  to  be  gone.  Yes  take 
this  advice  with  you,  in  this  Plain-dealing  Age,  to  leave  off  forfwcaring 
your  felf  for  when  People  hardly  think  the  better  of  a  Woman  for  her  real 
modefty,  why  (hou’d  you  put  that  great  conflraint  upon  your  felf  to  feign  it  t 

Oliv.  O  hideous !  hideous  advice !  Let  us  go  out  of  the  hearing  of  it. 
She  will  fpoil  us,  Lettice.  [Ex.  Oliv,  arid  Lett,  at  one  door ,  Eliz,  at  t'other. 

The  Scene  changes  to  the  Cock  in  Bovv-ftreet. 

A  Table  and  Bottles. 

Manly  and  Fidelia. 

Man.  How  f  fav’d  her  Honour,  by  making  her  Husband  believe  you  were 
a  Woman  !  ’twas  well,  but  hard  enough  to  do,  fure. 

Fid.  We  were  interrupted  before  he  cou’d  contradict  me. 

Man.  But  can’t  you  tell  me,  d’ye  fay,  what  kind  of  Man  he  was  ? 

Fid .  I  was  fo  frightned,  I  confefs,  I  can  give  no  other  account  of  'him, 
but  that  he  was  pretty  tall,  round  fac’d,  and  one  I’m  fure  1  ne’re  had  feen 
before. 

Man.  But  (he,  you  fay,  made  you  fwear  to  return  to  night  ? 

Fid.  But  I  have  fince  fworn,  never  to  go  near  her  again  •,  for  the  Huf- 
band  wou’d  murder  me,  or  worfe,  if  he  caught  me  again. 

Man.  No,  I  will  go  with  you,  and  defend  you  to  night,  and  then  I’ll  iwear 
too,  never  to  go  near  her  again. 

Fid.  Nay,  indeed.  Sir,  I  will  not  go,  to  be  acceffary  to  your  death  too  : 
befides,  what  (hau’d  you  go  again,  Sir,  for  ? 

Matt-  No  difputing,  or  advice.  Sir,  you  have  reafon  to  know  I  am  un¬ 
alterable. 
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alterable.  Go,  therefore,  prefently,  and  write  her  a  Note  to  inquire  if  her 
aflignation  with  you  holds  *,  and  if  not  to  be  at  her  own  Houfe,  where  elfe  ? 
and  be  importunate  to  gain  admittance  to  her  to  night :  let  your  Meflenger, 
e’re  he  deliver  your  Letter,  inquire  firft,  if  her  Husband  be  gone  out.  Go, 
’tis  now  almod  fix  of  the  Clock }  I  expedt  you  back  here  before  feven,  with 
leave  to  fee  her  then.  Go,  do  this  dextroufly,  and  expedt  the  performance 
of  my  lad  nights  promife,  never  to  part  with  you. 

Fid.  Ay,  Sir  :  but  will  you  be  fureto  remember  that? 

Man.  Did  1  ever  break  my  Word  ?  go,  no  more  replies?  or  doubts. 

[ 'Exit  Fidelia, 


Enter  Freeman  to  Manly. 


Where  hall  thou  been  ? 

Free.  In  the  next  Room,  with  my  Lord  Flanfible  and  Novel . 

Man.  Ay,  we  came  hither,  becaufe’iwas  a  priuate  Houfe;  but  with  thee 
indeed  no  Houfe  can  be  private,  for  thou  halt  that  pretty  quality  of  the  fa¬ 
miliar  Fops  of  the  Town,  who,  in  an  Eating-houfe,  always  keep  company 
with  all  people  in’e,  but  thofe  they  came  with. 

Free.  1  went  into  their  Room,  but  to  keep  them,  and  my  own  Fool  the 
Squire,  out  of  your  Room;  but  you  fhall  be  peevilh  now,  becaufe  you  have 
no  Money  :  but  why  the  Devil  won’t  you  write  to  thofe  we  were  fpeaking 
of  f  lince  your  modefty,  or  your  fpirit,  will  notfuffer  youtofpeak  to  ’em, 
to  lend  you  Money,  why  won’t  you  try  ’em  at  lad,  that  way  ? 

Man.  Becaufe  I  know  ’em  already,  and  can  bear  want,  better  than  Deni¬ 
als  \  nay,  than  Obligations. 

Free.  Deny  you!  they  cannot:  all  of ’em  have  been  your  intimate 
Friends. 

Man.  No,  they  have  been  People  only  1  have  oblig’d  particularly. 

Free.  Very  well  •,  therefore  you  ought  to  go  to  ’em  the  rather,  fire. 

Man.  No,  no:  thofe  you  have  obliged  molt,  mod  certainly  avoid  you, 
when  you  can  oblige  ’em  no  longer  *,  and  they  take  your  Vifits  like  fo  many 
Duns:  Friends,  like  Miftrefles,  are  avoided,  for  Obligations  pad. 

Free.  Pfnaw !  but  mod  of  ’em  are  your  Relations  ^  Men  of  great  For¬ 
tune  and  Honour. 

Man.  Yes^  but  Relations  have  fo  much  Honour,  as  to  think  Poverty 
taints  the  Bloody  and  difown  their  wanting  Kindred:  believing,  1  Pup- 
pofe,  that,  as  Riches  at  fird  make  a  Gentleman,  the  want  of ’em  degrades 
him.  But  damn  ’em,  now  i  am  poor,  I’ll  anticipate  their  contempt,  and 
difown  them. 

Free.  But  you  have  many  a  Female  acquaintance,  whom  you  have  been 
liberal  to,  who  may  have  a  heart  to  refund  to  you  a  little,  if  you  wou’d 
ask  it.'  they  are  not  all  Olivia's. 

Man.  Damn  thee  !  how  cou’dd  thou  think  of  fuch  a  thing  ?  I  wou’d  as 
foon  rob  my  Footman  of  his  Wages:  Befides,  ’twere  to  vain  too:  fora 
Wench  is  like  a  Box  in  an  Ordinary ,,  receive  all  peoples  Money  eafily  •?  but 
there’s  no  getting,  nay  fhaki.ng  any  out  again  ^  and  he  that  fills  it*  is  lured 
never  to  keep  the  Key.  •  Free. 
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free.  Well,  but  noble  Captain,  wou’d  you  make  me  believe  that  you> 
who  kn°w  half  the  Town,  havefo  many  Friends,  and  have  oblig’d  fo  ma¬ 
ny,  can’t  borrow  fifty  or  an  hundred  Pound  ? 

Man.  Why^  noble  Lieutenant,  you  who  know  all  the  Town,  and  call  all 
you  know  Friends,  methinks  fiiould  not  wonder  at  it  ^  fince  you  find  Ingra¬ 
titude  too  ^  for  how  many  Lords  Families  (tho’ defcended  from  Blackfmithi 
or  Tinkers)  haft  thou  call’d  Great  and  Illuftrious  ?  how  many  ill  Tables. call’d 
good  eating  ?  how  many  noifie  Coxcombs,  how  many  pert  Cocking 

Cowards,  ftout  ?  how  many  taudry  affe&ed  Rogues,  well  dreft  ?  how  many 
Perukes  admir’d  ?  and  how  many  ill  Verfes  applauded and  yet  canft  not 
borrow  a  (hilling*,  doft  thou  expeft  I,  who  always  fpoke  truth,  ftiou’d  ? 

Free.  Nay,  now  you  think  you  have  paid  me  ;  but  heark  you,  Captain,  I 
have  heard  of  a  thing  call’d  grinning  Honour,  but  never  of  ftarving  Honour.. 

Man .  Well,  but  it  has  been  the  Fate  of  fome  brave  Men :  and  if  they 
won’t  give  me  a  Ship  again,  I  can  go  ftarve  any  where,  with  a  Musket  on 
my  Shoulder. 

Free.  Give  you  a  Ship!  why,,  you  will  not  folicis  it  ? 

Man.  If  I  have  not  folicited  it  by  my  fervices,  1  know  no  other  way. 

Free,  Your  Servant,  Sir;  nay  then  I’m  fatisfi’d  I  muft folicit  my  Widow 
the  clofer,  and  run  the  defperate  fortune  of  Matrimony  on  fliore.  [Exit. 

Enter  to  Manly,  Vernifli. 


Man .  How  - Nay,  here  is  a  Friend  indeed  j  and  he  that  has  him  in  his 

arms  can  know  no  wants.  [Embraces  Vernifli. 

per.  Dear  Sir  /  and  he  that  is  in  your  arms,  is  fecure  from  all  fears  what¬ 
ever  \  nay,  our  Nation  is  fecure  by  your  defeat  at  Sea,  and  the  Dutch  that 
fought  againft  you,  have  prov’d  Enemies  to  themfelves  only,  in  bringing 
you  baek  to  us. 

Man.  Fie,  fie ;  this  from  a  Friend  £  and  yet  from  any  other  ’twere 
unfufFerable  .*  I  thought  I  (hou’d  never  have  taken  any  thing  ill  from 
you. 

Per.  A  Friend’s  priviledge  is  -to  fpeak  his  mind,  tho’  it  be  taken  ill. 

Man.  But  your  tongue  need  not  tell  me  you  think  too  well  of  me ;  l 
have  found  it  from  your  heart,  which  fpoke  in  a&ions,  your  unalterable 
heart ;  but  Olivia  is  falfe,  my  Friend,  which  1  fuppofe  is  no  News  to 
you. 

Per.  He’s  in  the  right  on’t.  L^fUel 

Man.  But  cou’dft  thou  not  keep  her  true  to  me  ? 

Ver.  Not  for  my  heart,  Sir. 

Man.  But  cou’d  you  not  perceive  it  at  all,  before  I  went  ?  ccu’d  file  fo 
deceive  us  both .? 

Ver.  I  muft  confefs,  the  firft  time  I  knew  it,  was  three  days  after  yous- 
departure,  when  (he  receiv’d  the  Money  you  had  left  in  Lombard.ftreet ,  in 
her  name  \  and  her  tears  did  not  hinder  her  it  feems  from  counting  that* 
You  wou’d  truft  her  with  all,  like  a  true  generous  Lover  l 

Man.  And  ftie  like  a  mean  Jilting . 
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Ver.  Trsyterous 
Man.  Bale— — - 


Ver.  Damn’d- — 
Man,  Covetous  — 


V :r,  Mercenary  Whore - — 

(I  can  hardly  hold  from  laughing.)  Afide. 

Man.  Ay,  a  Mercenary  Whore  indeed,  for  Hi e  made  me  pay  her  before  I 
lay  with  her. 

far.  How! — — -Why,  have  you  layn  with  her.? 


Man.  Ay,  ay. 

Ver.  Nay,  {he  deferves  you  fhou’d  report  it  atleaft,  tho’ you  have  not. 

Man.  Report  it  !  by  Heaven,  ’tis'true. 

Ver.  How  !  furc  not. 

Man.  1  do  not  ufe  to  lie,  nor  you  to  doubt  mo. 

Ver.  When  ? 

Man.  La  ft:  night,  about  feven  or  eight  of  the  Clock. 

Ver.  Ha/ — Now  l  remember,  1  thought  fhe  fpake  as  if  Ihe  expe&ed  fome 
other,  rather  than  me :  A  confounded  Whore  indeed  !  ^Aftde. 

Man.  But  what,  thou  wondreft  at  it/  nay  you  feem  to  be  angry  too. 

Ver.  I  cannot  but  be  enrag’d  againft:  her,  for  her  ufsge  of  you  :  damn’d, 
infamous,  common  Jade. 

Man.  Nay,  her  Cuckold,  who  firfl  Cuckolded  me  in  my  Money,  {hall  not 
laugh  all  himfelf  ;  we  will  do  him  reafon,  {han’t  we  ? 

Ver.  Ay,  ay. 

Man.  But  thou  dolt  not,  for  fo  great  a  Friend,  take  pleafure  enough  in 
your  Friends  Revenge,  methinks. 

Ver.  Ye?,  yes  y  I’m  glad  to  know  it,  fince  you  have  lay’n  with  her. 

Man.  Thou  canft  not  tell  me  who  that  Rafcal  her  Cuckold  is  ? 


Ver.  No. 

Man.  She  wou’d  keep  it  from  you,  \  fuppofe. 

Ver .  Yes,  yes - —  .  * 

Man.  Thou  wou’d  ft:  laugh,  if  thou  kneweft  but  all  the  circumflances  of 
my  having  her.  Come,  I’ll  tell  thee. 

Ver.  Dam  her  ^  I  care  not  to  hear  any  more  of  her. 

Man.  Faith  thou  flialt-  You  mull  know- - 


Enter  Freeman  backyards,  endeavouring  to  keep  out  Novel,  Lord  PIaufible« 
Jerry  and  Oldfox,  who  all  prefs  in  upon  him . 

Free.  I  tell  you,  he  has  a  Wench  with  him,  and  wou’d  be  private. 

Man.c  Dam  ’em  /  a  man  can’t  open  a  Bottle  in  thefe  Eating-houfes,  but 
prefently  you  have  thde  impudent,'  intruding,  buzzing  Flies  and  Infe&s  in 

your  G.iafs- - —Well,  I’ll  tdl  thee  all  anon,  in  the  mean  time,  pr’yihee  go 

to  her,  but  nor  from  me,  and  try  it  you  can  get  her  to  lend  me  but  an  hun¬ 
dred  pound  of  my  Money,  to  fupply  my  prefeut  wants  7  for  1  fuppofe  ther® 
is- no  recovering  any  of  it  by  Law. 

Ver.  Not  any  ,  think  not  of  it :  nor  by  this  way  neither. 

a  « 
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Man;  Go  try,  at  leaft* 

far.  I’ll  go  *,  butt  I  can  fatisfie  you  before-hand,  it  will  be  to  no  Purpofe : 

You’ll  no  more  find  a  refunding  Wench - — ' 

M an.  Than  a  refunding  Lawyer  j  indeed  their  Fees  alike  fcarce  ever  re£ 
turn :  however,  try  her,  put  it  to  her. 

far.  Ay,  ay,  i’ll  try  her,  put  it  to  her  home,  with  a  vengance. 


£ Exit .  Vernifh. 


Manent  cateri. 


Nov.  Nay,  you  fiiall  be  our  Judge,  Manly.  Gome,  Major,  I’ll  fpeak  it  to 
your  teeth:  if  people  provoke  me  so  fay  bitter  things  to  their  faces,  they 
mull  take  what  follows  ^  tho’  like  my  Lord  PUafible ,  I’d  rather  do’t  civil¬ 
ly  behind  their  backs,  * 

Man.  Nav,  thou  art  a  dangerous  Rogue,  I’ve  heard,  behind  a  Man’s  back. 

L.  PUuf.  You  wrong  him  fure,  noble  Captain  *,  he  wou’d  do  a  Man  no 
more  harm  behind  his  back,  than  to  his  face. 

Free.  I  am  of  my  Lord’s  mind. 

Man.  Yes  a  Fool,  like  a  Coward,  is  the  more  to  be  fear’d  behind  a  Man’? 
back,  more  than  a  witty  Man :  for,  as  a  Coward  is  more  bloody  than  a  brave 
Man,  a  Fool  is  more  malicious  than  a  Man  of  Wit. 

Nov.  A  Fool,  Tar - - - a  Fool!  nay,  thou  art  a  brave  Sea-Judge  of 

Wit  '  a  Fool !  pr’ythee  when  did  you  ever  find  me  want  fomething  to  fay, 
as  you  do  often  ? 

Man.  Nay,  1  confefs,  thou  art  always  talking,  roaring,  or  making  a  noife  $ 
that  I’ll  fay  for  thee. 

Nov.  Well,  and  is  talking  a  fignof  a  Fool? 

Man.  Yes,  always  talking  •,  cfpecially  too  if  it  be  loud  and  fait,  is  the 
fign  of  a  fool. 

Nov.  Plhaw  •'  Talking  is  like  Fencing,  the  quicker  the  better  ^  run  ’em 
down,  run  ’em  down,  no  matter  for  parrying  *  pufh  on  ftill,  fa,  fa,  fa  :  no 
matter  whether  you  argue  in  form,  pulh  in  guard,  or  no. 

Man .  Or  hit,  or  no ;  l  think  thou  always  talk’ll  without  thinking. 
Novel. 

Nov .  Ay,  ay,  fiudy’d  Play’s  the  worfe,  to  follow  the  Allegory,  as  the 
old  Pedant  fays. 

Old.  A  Young  Fop  l ' 

Man.  I  ever  thought  the  Man  of  moft  Wit  had  been  like  him  of  moll 
Money,  who  has  no  vanity  in  fhewing  it  every  where  whilft  the  beggarly 
pulher  of  his  Fortune,  has  all  he  has  about  him  ftill,  only  so  Ihow. 

Nov.  WeH,  Sir,  and  makes  a  very  pretty  (how  in  the  World,  let  me  tel! 
you  t  nay,  a  better  than  your  clofs  Hunks  :  A  Pox,  give  me  ready  Money  in 
Play  *,  what  care  I  for  a  Man’s  Reputation  ?  what  are  we  tbs  better  for  your 
fubftantial  thrifty  Curmudgeon  in  Wit,  Sir  ? 

Old.  Thou  art  a  profufe  young  Rogue  indeed. 

Nov.  So  much  for  Talking  ^  which  I  think  1  have  prov’d  a  mark  of 
Wit?  and  fo  is  Railing,  Roaring,  and  making  a  noife :  for  Railing  is  Satyr, 


L 


you- 
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you  know ,  and  Roaring,  and  making  a  noife,  Humor. 

Enter  to  them  Fidelia,  taking  Manly  aftde,  and  jhemng  him  a  Paper. 

Fid.  The  hour  is  betwixt  feven  and  eight  exadly  :  ’tis  now  half  an  host 
after  fix. 

Man.  Well,  go  then  to  the  Piazza,  and  wait  for  me  ;  as  foon  as  it  is  quite 
dark,  I’ll  be  with  you  :  1  mult  ftay  here  yet  a  while  for  my  Friend.  Bui 
is  Railing  Satyr,  Novel  ?  .  [_Ex.  FiddL 

Free.  And  Roaring,  and  making  a  noife.  Humor  ? 

Nov.  What,  won’t  you  confefs  there’s  Humor  in  Roaring,  and  making  a 
noile  ? 

Free.  No. 

Nov .  Nor  in  cutting  Napkins  and  Hangings  ? 

Man.  No  fure. 

Nov.  Dull  Fops! 

Old.  O  Rogue,  Rogue,  infipid  Rogue?  Nay,  Getitlemen,  allow  Mm 
thofe  things  for  Wit ;  for  his  parts  lye  only  that  way. 

'Nov.  Peace,  old  Fool,  I  wonder  not  at  thee }  but  that  young  Fellows 
flf&h’d  be  fo  dull,  as  to  fay,  there’s  no  Humor  in  making  a  noife,  and  break¬ 
ing  Windows!  I  tell  you,  there’s  Wit  and  Humor  too,  in  both:  And  a 
Wit  is  as  well  known  by  his  Frolick,  as  by  his  Simile. 

Old.  Pure  Rogue!  there’s  your  modern  Wit  for  you!  Wit  and  Humor, 
In  breaking  of  Windows?  There’s  Mifchief,  if  you  will;  but  no  Wit  or 
Humor. 

Nov.  Pr’ythee,  pr’ythee  peace,  old  Fool.  1  tell  you,  wkere  there  is  Mif¬ 
chief,  there’s  Wit.  Don’t  we  efteem  the  Monkey  a  Wit  amorigft  Beafts, 
only  becaufe  he’s  raifchievous  ?  And  let  me  tell  you,  as  good  Nature  is  a 
fign  of  a  Fool,  being  mifchievous,  is  a  fign  of  Wit. 

Old.  O  Rogue,  Rogue  !  pretend  to  be  a  Wit,  by  doing  Mifchief  and 
Railing! 

Nov.  Why,  thou  old  Fool,  haft  no  other  pretence  to  the  name  of  a  Wit, 

•but  by  railing- at  new  Plays. 

Old.  Thou,  by  railing  at  that  facetious,  noble  way  of  Wit,  quibling. 
Nov.  Thou  call’ft  thy  duloefs,  gravity,  and  thy  dozing,  thinking. 

Old.  You,  Sir,  your  dulnefs  Spleen  :  And  you  talk  much,  and  fay  nothing. 
Nov.  Thou  read’ll  much,  and  underftand’ft  nothing,  Sir. 

Old.  You  laugb  loud,  and  break  no  jeft. 

'  Nov.  You  rail,  and  no  body  hangs  himfelf :  And  thou  haft  nothing  of  the 
Satyr,  but  in  thy  Face. 

Old.  And  you  have  no  jeft,  but  your  Face,  Sir. 

Nov,  Thou  art  an  illiterate  Pedant. 

Old.  Thou  art  a  Fool,  with  a  bad  Memory. 

Man.  Gome,  a  Pox  on  you  both,  you  have  done  like  Wits  now  }  for 
you  Wits,  when  you  quarrel,  never  give  over  till  ye  prove  one  another 

Fools. 

Nov.  |ad  you  Fools  have  never  any  occafion  of  lauging  at  us  Wits,  but 

when 


THE  PLAIN-DEALER-  75 

when  we  quarrel :  therefore  let  us  be  Friend?,  Oldfox. 

Man.  They  are  fuch  Wits  as  thou  art,  who  make  the  name  of  a  Wit  as 
fcandalous,  as  that  of  Bully  y  and  fignifie  a  loud-laughing,  talking,  incorri¬ 
gible  Coxcomb  y  as  Bully,  a  roaring,  hardned  Coward. 

Free.  And  wou’d  have  his  noife  and  laughter  pafs  for  Wit 5,  as  t’other 
his  huffing  and  bluftring,  for  Courage, 

1 tnm  feniffiv. 

Man.  Gentlemen,  with  your  kaw,  tee  Is  esre  l  wo#d  (peak  with,  and 
I  have  nothing  to  fay  to  you*.  \Fm  'em  out  of  the  Room a 

Manent  Manly*  VewHfi. 

Ver.  I  told  you  ’fcwas  in  vain,  to  think  of  getting  Money  out  of  her :  (he 
fays,  if  a  (hilling  wou’d  do’t‘,  file  wou’d  not  fave  you  from  fhrving,  or  hang¬ 
ing,  or  what  you  wou’d  think  worfe,  begging  or  flattering  \  ana  rails  fo  a£ 
you,  one  wou’d  not  think  you  had  lay\i  with  her. 

M an.  O,  F re ind,  never  trull  for  that  matter,  a  Womans  r  iling-  for  ffie 
is  no  lefs  a  diflembler  in  her  hatred,  than  her  love:  And  as  het  Dnchiefs  of 
her  Husband  is  a  liga  he’s  a  Cuckold,  her  raiih  g  at  another  Man  is  a  fign 
fhe  lies  with  him. 

Ter.  He’s  in  the  right  on’t  :  i  know  not  what  to  truft  to.  \_Afde, 

Man.  But  you  did  not  take  any  notice  of  it  to  her,  1  hope  ? 

Ver.  So  •' — - - Sure  he  is  afraid  1  ffiou’d  have  difprpved  him,  by  an  en¬ 
quiry  of  her  :  ail  may  be  well  yet.  [A fide* 

Man.  What  haft  thou  in  thy  head,  that  makes  thee  feem  fo  unquiet  ? 

Ft r.  Only  this  bafe,  impudent  Woman’s  falfcuefs:  1  cannot  put  her  out 
of  my  head. 

Man.  O  my  dear  Friend,  be  not  you  too  fenfible  of  my  wrongs,  for  then 
1  (hall  feel  ’em  too,  with  more  pain,  and  think  ’em  unfufferaole.  Dam  her, 
her  Money,  and  that  ill-natur’d  Whore  too.  Fortune  her  felf,  but  ifthois 
wou’dft  eafe  a  little  my  prefent  trouble,  pr’ythee  go  to  borrow  ffievfome- 
where  elfe,  fome  Money :  1  can  trouble  thee. 

Fer.  You  trouble  me  indeed,  rnoft  fenflbly,  when  you  command  me  any 
thing  l  cannot  do  :  I  have  lately  loft  a  great  deal  of  Money  at  Play,  more 
than  I  can  yet  pay  *  fo  that  not  only  my  Money,  but  my  Credit  too  is  gone, 
and  know  not  where  to  borrow-,  but  cod’d  rob  a  Church  for  you.  (Yet 
wou’d  rather  end  your  wants,  by  cutting  your  throat.)  [Afide, 

Man.  Nay,  then  1  doubly  feel  my  poverty,  flnee  Fm  incapable  of  Ap¬ 
plying  thee.  £ Embraces  Verniffi. 

Fer.  Bur,  methinks,  (he  that  granted  you  the  laft  favour,  (3s  they  call  it) 
fllQu’d  not.  deny  you  any  thing — - 

Nav.  Hey,  Tarpaulin,  have  you  done  ?  ((Novel  looks  in,  and  retires  again', 

Fer.  I  underftand  not  that  point  of  kind  tie  fs,  I  confefs, 

Man.  No,  thou  doft  not  undfrftaad  it,  a  id  i  have  not  time  to  let  you 
know  all  now,  for  theie  Fools,  ycu  fee,  vviil  interrupt  us  j  but  anon,  at  Sup- 
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|>er,  we  ii  laugh  at  leifure  together,  at  Olivias  Cuckold;  who  took  a  young 
Fellow,  that  goes  betwen  his  Wife  and  me,  for  a  Woman. 

Per.  Ha/ 

M*n.  Senfelefs,  eafie  Rafcal !  ’twas  no  wonder  fhe  chofe  him  for  a  Huf- 
band ;  but  (he  thought  him,  1  thank  her,  fitter  than  me,  for  that  blind* 

beamg-Gffice.  v 

f  'er.  1  cou’d  not  be  deceiv’d  in  that  long  Womans  hair  ty’d  up  behind  5 
nor  thofe  infabllible  proofs,  her  pouting  fwelling  breads :  1  have  handled 
too  many  fure  not  to  know  ’em.  l^fide. 

Man.  What,  you  wonder  the  Fellow  cou’d  be  fuch  a  blind  Coxcomb! 

Vcir.  Yes,  yes - -  £Novel  looks  in  again  ^  and  ret  ires  • 

Nov.  Nay,  pr’ythee,  come  to  us.  Manly  ^  Gad,  all  the  fine  things  one 
fays,  in  their  company,  are  loft,  without  thee. 

Man.  Away,  Fop^  1’m.bufie  yet. 

Yon  fee  we  cannot  talk  here  at  our  eafe  *,  befides,  I  muft  be  gone  Immediate¬ 
ly,  in  order  to  meeting  with  Olivia  again  to  night. 

V l  o  night !  it  cannot  be,  fure— 

Man.  I  had  an  appointment  juft  now  from  her. 

Ver.  For  what  time  ? 

Man.  At  half  an  hour  after  feven  preciftly.  < 

Vtr.  Don’t  you  apprehend  the  Husband  ? 

Man.  He !  fnivelling  Gull !  he  a  thing  to  be  fear’d !  a  Husband,  the  ta¬ 
med  of  Creatures  / 

Ver.  Very  fine  I 

Man.  But,  pr’ythee,  in  the  mean  time,  go  try  to  get  me  fome  Money. 
Tho’  thou  art  too  modeft  to  borrow  for  thy  felf,  thou  can’ft  do  any  thing 
for  me,  l  know.  Go  ,  for  I  muft  be  gone  to  Olivia :  go,  and  meet  me  here 
anon. - Freeman r  where  are  you  l  £ Exit  Manly. 

Enter  Vernifti. 

Ver.  Ay,  I’ll  meet  with  you,  !  warrant }  but  it  (hall  be  at  Olivia's.  Sure  it 
cannot  be  ^  (he  denies  it  fo  calmly  \  and  with  that  honeft,  modeft  affuranee, 
it  can’t  be  true — and  he  does  notufe  to  lye—- — but  belying  a  Woman,  when 
fhe  won’t  be  kind,  is  the  only  lye  a  brave  Man  will  lead  fcruple{  But  then 

the  Woman  in  Mans  cloaths,  whom  he  calls  a  Man/ - -well,  but,  by  her 

Breads,  1  know  her  to  be  a  Woman : — But  then,  again,  his  appointment 
from  her,  to  meet  with  him  to  night  1  I  am  di  ft  rafted  more  with  doubt,  than 
jealoufie.  Well,  1  have  no  way  to  difabufe  or  revenge  my  feif,  but  by  going 
home  immediately,  putting  on  a  riding  Suit,  and  pretending  to  my  Wife  the 
fame  bufinefs  which  carry’d  me  out  of  Town  lad,  requires  me  again  to  go 
Pod  to  Oxford  to  night  *,  then,  if  the  appointment  he  boafts  of  be  true,  it’s 
fure  to  hold  and  I  fiiall  have  an  opportunity  either  of  clearing  her,  or  re¬ 
venging  my  fftf  on  both.  PerhapsYfie  is  his  Wench,  of  an  old  date,  and  I 
am  his  Cully,  whilft  I  think  him  mine  ^  and  he  has  feern’d  to  make  his 
Wench  rich,  only  thatl  might  take  her  off  his  hands:  or  if  he  has  but  lately 
lay’ii  with  her,  he  muft  needs  difeover,  by  her,  my  treachery  to  him  j  which 

I’m 
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I’m  fure  he  will  revenge  with  my  death,  and  which  I  muft  prevent  with  his, 
if  it  were  only  but  for  fear  of  his  too  juft  reproaches;  for,  I  muft  confefs 
I  never  had  till  now  any  excufe,  but  that  of  int’reft,  for  doing  ill  to  him. 

{Exit  Vernilh. 

Re-enter  Manly  and  Freeman. 

Man.  Come  hither,  only,  I  fay,  be  fure  you  miftake  not  the  time  ;  you 
know  the  houfe  exactly  where  Olivia  lodges  :  *tis  juft  hard  by. 

Free.  Yes,  yes. 

Man.  Well  then,  bring  ’em  all,  I  fay,  thither,  and  all  you  know  that  may 
be  then  in  the  houfe  :  for  the  more  Witnefles  I  have  of  her  infamy,  the 
greater  will  be  my  Revenge:  and  be  fure  you  come  ftreight  up  to  her  Cham¬ 
ber,  without  more  ado.  Here,  take  the  Watch :  you  fee  *tis  above  a  quar¬ 
ter  paft  feven  ;  be  there  io  half  an  hour  exactly. 

Free.  You  need  not  doubt  my  diligence,  or  dexterity  *,  I  am  an  old  Scow- 
rer,  and  can  naturally,  beat  up  a  Wenches  quarters  that  won’t  be  civil* 
Shan’t  we  break  her  Window*  too  ? 

Man .  No,  no:  be  pun&ual  only.  ,  {Ex.  Ambo. 

Enter  Widow  Blaekacre,  and  two  Knights  of  the  Toft , 
a  Waiter  with  Wine. 

Wid.  Sweet-heart,  are  you  fure  the  door  was  (hut  clofe,  that  none  of  thofe 
Royfters  faw  us  come  in  ? 

Wait.  Yes,  Miftrefs  ;  and  you  (hall  have  a  privater  Room  above,  inftant- 
ly.  {Exit  Wait. 

Wid.  You  are  fafe  enough.  Gentlemen,  for  I  have  been  private  in  this 
houfe  t’re  now,  upon  other  occafions,  when  I  was  fomething  younger. 
Come,  Gentlemen,  in  (hort,  I  leave  my  bulinefs  to  your  care  and  fidelity : 
and  fo,  here’s  to  you. 

i  Knight.  We  are  ungrateful  Rogues,  if  we  (hou’d  no:  be  honeft  to  you  *, 
for  we  have  had  a  great  deal  of  your  Money. 

Wid.  And  you  have  done  me  many  a  good  job  for’t :  and  fo,  here’s  to  you 
again. 

1  Knight.  Why,  we  have  been  perjur’d  but  fix  times  for  you. 

1  Knight.  Forg’d  bu:  four  Dieds,  with  your  Husband’s  laft  Deed  of  Gift. 

2  Knight.  And  but  three  Wills. 

1  Kmght.  And  counterfeited  Hands  and  Seals  to  forne  fix  Bonds  ;  1  think 
that’s  all,  Brother. 

Wid.  Ay,  that’s  all,  Gentlemen;  and  fo,  here’s  to  you  again, 

2  Knight.  Nay,  ’twou’d  do  ones  heart  good  to  be  forfworn  for  you  :  you 
have  a  Confcience  in  your  ways,  and  pay  us  well. 

i  Knight,  You  are  in  tha  tight  on’*,  Brother;  one  wou’d  be  damn’d  for 
her,  with  all  one’s  heart. 

■2  Knight.  But  there  are  Rogues,  who  make  us  forfworn  for  ’em;  and 
when- we  come  to  be  paid,  they’!  be  forfworn  too,  and  not  pay  us  our  wa¬ 
ges  whh  h  they  promis’d  with  Oaths  fufficient. 

i  Knight.  Ay,  a  great  Lawyer,  that  (hall  be  Namdds,  Bilkt  me  too, 

Wid, 


78  THE  PL  AIN-  DEALS  R. 

Wid.  That  was  hard,  nrcthmks,  that  a  Lawyer  fhou’d  ufe  Gentlemen 

Witneffes  no  better. 

i  Knight.  A  Lawyer!  d’ye  wonder  a  Lawyer  fhou’d.  do’t  i  1  was  bilk’d 
by  a  Reverend  Divine,  that  preaches  twice  on  Sundays,  and  prays  half  an 
hour  ftill  before  dinner. 

Wid.  How  ?  a  Confcientious  Divine,  and  not  pay  people  for  damning 
themfelves  !  Sure  then,  for  all  his  talking,  he  does  not  believe  damnation. 
But  come,  to  our  Bufmefs ;  pray  be  fure  to  imitate  exa&ly  the  flour  ifh  at  the 
end  of  this  name.  [Pulls  out  a  Deed  or  two. 

1  Knight.  O  he’s  the  belt  in  England ,  at  untangling  a  flourifh.  Madam. 

Wid.  And  let  not  the  Seal  be  a  jot  bigger :  obferve  well  the  dafh  too,  at 

the  end  of  this  name. 

2  Knight.  1  warrant  you,  Madam.  ■ 

Wid.  Well,  thefe,  and  many  other  fhifts,  poor  Widows  are  put  to  fome- 
times  •,  for  every  body  wou’d  be  riding  a  Widow,  as  they  fay,  and  breaking 
into  her  Jointure  :  they  think  marrying  a  Widow  an  eafie  bulinefs,  like  leap¬ 
ing  the  Hedge,  where  another  has  gone  over  before  \  a  Widow  is  a  meer 
Gap,  a  Gap  with  them. 

Enter  to  them  Major  Oldfox,  with  two  Waiters. 


[The  Knights  of  the  Poft  huddle  up  the  Writings . 
What,  he  here!  go  then,  go,  my  hearts,  you  have  your  inftru&b  s. 

*  [Exit  Knights  of  the  Poj}. 

Old  Come,  Madam,  to  be  plain  with  you,  i’il  be  fob’d  off  no  longer. 
1*11  bina  her  and  gag  her,  but  (he  Ml  hear  me.  [  fids. 

Look  you,  Friends,  there’s  the  Money  1  promis’d  you  ;  and  now  do  you 
what  you  promis’d  me  :  here  me  my  Garters,,  and  here’s  a  G  you  firall 
be  acquainted  with  my  part?,  Lady,  you  fhall.  ■ 

Wid.  Acquainted  with  your  p?r  s!  -  A  Rape,  a  Rape - What,  will  you 

ravifh  me  ?  \J^e  Waiters  tye  her  to  the  {  hair ,  and  gag  her ,  and  Ex. 

Old .  Yes,  Lady,  I  will  ravifh  you  ^  but  it  fhall  be  through  the  Ear,  Lady, 
the  Ear  only,  with  my  well  pen’d  Acrofticks. 

Enter  to  them  Freeman,  Jerry  Bhckaore,  three  Bayliffs,  a  Conflable ,  and 
his  Jjfiftantst  with  the  two  Knights  of  the  Po(l . 


Wh3t,  fhall  I  never  read  my  things  undiftcrb’J  again  ? 

Jer.  O  Law  !  my  Mother  bound  hand  and  foot,  and  gaping,  as  if  (he 
rofe  before  her  time  to  day  •' 

Free.  What  means  this fOJdfox?  But  I’ll  rdeafe  you  from  him:  you  fhall 

be  no  Man’s  Prifoner,  bus  mine.  Bay!!®?,  youf  Writ. 

£  Free  man  unties  her] 

Old  Nay,  then  I’ll  be  gone,  for  fear  of  being  Bayl,  and  paying  her  Debts, 
without  being  her  Husband.  ££a\  Oldfox. 

i  Bay.  We  arreft  you  in  the  King’s  name,  at  the  fuit  of  Mr  Freemanf 
Guardian  to  Jeremiah  Elackacre  Efq;  in  an  Atlioiif  ol  ^.ten  thoufand  pounds. 

.  "  Wid. 
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Wid.  How,  how  !  in  a  Choak-Bayle  Action  !  What,  and  the  Pen  and  Ink 
Gentlemen,  taken  too!  have  ycu  confeft,  you  Rogues  ? 

i  Knight.  We  needed  not  toconfefs}  for  the  BaylifFs  dog’d  us  hither 
to  the  very  door,  and  ove'r  .heard  al)  that  you  and  we  faid. 

Wid.  Undone,  undone  then-'  no  Man  was  ever  too  hard  for  me  tiil  now. 
Jerry ,  Child,  wilt  thou  vex  again  the  Womb  that  bore  thee  ? 

yerr.  Ay,  for  bearing  me  before  Wedlock,  as  you  fay  :  Bull’d  teach  you 
to  call  a  Blackacre  a  Baltard,  tho’  you  were  never  fo  much  my  Mother. 

Wid.  Well,  I’m  undone:  not  one  trick  left?  no  Law- Meuih  imaginable  ? 

[  Aftde. 

Cruel  Sir,  a  word  with  you,  I  pray. 

Free.  In  vain.  Madam }  for  you  have  no  other  way  to  releafe  your  ielf> 
but  by  the  Bonds  of  Matrimony  ! 

Wid.  How,  Sir,  how!  that  were  but  to  foe  out  an  Habeas  Corpus ,  fora 
removal  from  one  Prifon  to  another.  Matrimony/ 

Free.  Well,  BaylifFs,  away  with  her. 

Wid.  O  ftay,  Sir,  can  ycu  be  fo  cruel,  as  to  bring  me  under  Covert-Baron 
again  ?  and  put  it  out  of  my  power  to  foe  in  my  own  name.  Matrimony  to 
a  Woman  is  worfe  than  Excommunication,  in  depriving  her  of  the  benefit 
of  the  Law  :  and  I  won’d  rather  be  depriv’d  of  life.  But  heark  you,  Sir,  l 
am  contented  you  fhou’d  hold  and  enjoy  my  perfon  by  Leafe  or  Patent  j  bat  not 
by  the  fpiritual  Patent,  call’d  a  Licence  \  that  is,  to  have  the  privileges  of  a 
Husband,  without  the  dominion  y  that  is 9  Durante  beneplacito  ••  in  confedera¬ 
tion  of  which,  I  will  out  of  my  Jointure,  fecure  you  an  Annuity  of  three 
hundred  pounds  a  Year,  and  pay  your  debts*,  and  that’s  ail  you  younger 
Brothers  defire  to  marry  a  Widow  for,  I’m  fore. 

Free.  Well,  Widow,  if— — — 

Jer.  What,  I  hope.  Bully- Guardian,  you  are  not  making  Agreements 
without  me  ? 

Free.  No,  no.  Firft,  Widow,  ycu  mufi:  fay  no  mote  that  he  is  the  Son 
of  a  Whore  :  have  a  care  of  that:  And  then,  he  rnufi  have  a  fetled  Ex¬ 
hibition  of  forty  Pounds  a  Year,  and  a  Nag  of  Ailizes,  kept  by  you,  but 
not  upon  the  Common  j  and  have  free  ingrefs,  egrefs  and  regrefs  to  and 
from  your  Maids  Garret. 

Wid.  Well,  1  can  grant  all  that  too. 

Jer.  Ay,  ay,  fair  words  butter  no  Cabbage  j  but  Guardian  make  her 
Sign,  Sign  and  Seal:  for  otherwife,  if  you  knew  her  as  well  as  1,  you  wou’d 
not  truft  her  word  for  a  farthing. 

Free.  I  warrant  thee.  Squire.  Well,  Widow,  fince  thou  art  fo  gene¬ 
rous,  I  will  be  generous  too  *,  and  if  you’ll  fecure  ms  Four  hundred  pounds 
a  Year,  but  during  your  life,  and  pay  my  debts,  not  above  a  thoufand 
pound  $  I’ll  bate  you  your  Pei  fon  to  difpofe  of  as  you  pleafe. 

Wid.  Have  a  care.  Sir,  a  Settlement  without  a  confideration,  is  void  in 
She  Law:  you  rauft  do  fomething  for’t. 

Free.  Pr’ythee  then  let  the  Settlement  oa  me  be  call’d  Alimony  :  and  the 
Confideration,  our  Separation :  Come,  my  Lawyer*  with  Writings  ready 
drawn,  is  within,  and  in  haffce.  Come. 

.  -  ‘  Wid. 
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Wid.  But  what,  no  other  kind  of  confideration,  Mr.  Freeman  ?  well,  a  Wi¬ 
dow,  I  fee,  is  a  kind  of  (me  cure ,  by  cuftom  of  which  the  unconfcionable  In¬ 
cumbent  enjoys  the  profits,  without  any  duty,  but  does  that  ftill  elfewhere. 

[ [Ex .  omnes. 

The  Scene  changes  to  Olivia’/  Lodging. 

Enter  Olivia  with  a  Candle  in  her  hand . 

Oliv.  So,  I  am  now  prepar’d  once  more  for  my  timorous  young  Lover’s 
Reception  :  my  Husband  is  gone  ^  and  go  thou  out  too,  thou  nexi  interrup- 
ter  of  love— (Puts  out  the  Candle Kind  darknefs,  that  free  - us  Lovers 
from  fcandal  and  bafhfulnefs,  from  the  cenfure  of  our  Gallants,  and  the 
World.  So,  are  you  ther.e  ? 

,  Enter  to  Olivia,  Fidelia,  follow'd  foftly  by  Manly, 

Come,  my  dear  punctual  Lover,  there  is  not  fuch  another  in  the  World  5  thou 
haft  Beauty  and  Youth  to  pleafe  a  Wife  \  Addrefs  and  Wit,  to  amufe  and 
fool  a  Husband  5  nay,  thou  haft  all  things  to  be  wilh’d  in  a  Lover,  but  your 
Fits :  i  hope,  my  Dear,  you  won’t  have  one  to  night }  and  that  you  may  noE, 
I’ll  lock  the  door,  though  there  be  no  need  of  it,  but  to  lock  out  your  Fits  * 
for  my  Husband  is  juft  gone  out  of  Town  again*  Come,  where  are  you? 

[Goes  to  the  door ,  and  lockj  it. 

Man.  Well,  thou  haft  impudence  enough  to  give  me  Fits  too,  and  make 
Revenge  it  felf  impotent,  hinder  me  from  making  thee  more  infamous,  if  it 
can  be.  [Afide. 

Oliv.  Come,  come,  my  Soul,  come. 

Fid,  Prefently,  my  Dear,  we  have  time  enough,  fure. 

Oliv.  How!  time  enough!  True  Lovers  can  no  more  think  they  ever 
have  time  enough,  than  Love  enough  •*  You  lhall  ftay  with  me  all  night ;  but 
that  but  a  Lover’s  moment.  Come. 

Fid.  But  won’t  you  let  me  give  you  and  my  felf  the  fatisfa&ion  of telling 
you  how  t  abus’d  your  Husband  laft  night  ? 

Olw.  Not  when  you  can  give  me,  and  your  felf  too,  the  fatisfaftion  of 
abufing  him  again  to  night.  Come. 

Fid.  Let  me  but  tell  you  how  your  Husband - 

Oliv.  O  name  not  his,  or  Manly's  more  loathfora  name,  if  you  love  me ; 

1  forbid  ’em  laft  night:  and  you  know  I  mention’d  my  Husband  but  once, 
and  he  came.  No  talkmg,  pray  ;  ’ewas  ominous  to  us.  You  make  me  fancl 
a  noife  a:  the  door  already,  but  I’m  refolv’d  not  to  be  interrupted.  [A  noife 
at  the  ddor.J  Where  are  you  ?  Come  ^  for,  rather  than  lofe  my  dear  expedi¬ 
tion  now,  tho’  my  Husband  were  at  the  door,  and  the  bloody  Ruffian  Manly 
here  in  the  room,  with  all  his  awful  infolence,  I  wou’d  give  my  felf  to  this 
dear  hand,  to  be  led  away,  to  Heavens  of  joys,  which  none  but  thou  canft 
gi  ve.  But  what’s  this  noife  at  the  door  ?  So,  I  told  you  what  talking  wou’d 

come  to.  [The  noife  atjhe  door  increafes .]  Ha  •' - -O  Heavens,  my  Husband’s 

voice  !-——  ^Olivia  lijlens  at  the  door. 

Man.  Freeman  come  too  foon.  [AJide. 

OUv.  Oj  ’els  heS^-Then  here’s  the  happieft  minute  loft,  that  ever  bafli- 

ful 
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Fol  Boy,  or  trifling  Woman  fool’d  away!  Pm  undone'  my  Husband’"  '?> 
concikment  too  was  falfe,  as  my  joy,  all  deiufion  :  but  come  this  ws; ,  .uyre9* 
a  Back'd oolt,  _  [£*»«,  and  returns. 

The  officious  Jade  has  lock’d  us  in,  inftead  of  locking  others  our  •,  but  let 
us  then  efcape  your  way,  by  the  Balcony  j  and  whiift  you  pull  down  the  Cur¬ 
tains,  PH  fetch  from  my  Ciofet,  whatnsxs  will  belt  feeure  our  efcape :  [  have 
left  my  Key  in  the  door,  and  ’twill  not  fuddenly  be  broke  open.  Exit* 

[A  noi fe  as  it  were  people  forcing  the  door 

Man*  Stir  not,  yet  fear  nothing; 

Fid .  Nothing,  but  your  life,  Sir. 

Man.  We  (hall  know  this  happy  Man  file  calls  Husband. 

Olivia re-enters. 


Oliv.  Oh,  where  are  you?  what,  idle  with  fear  /  Come,  Pil  tie  the  Cur¬ 
tains,  if  you  will  hold.  Here,  take  this  Cabinet  and  Purfe,  for  it  is  thine,  if 
we  efcape  j  £Manly  takes  from  her  the  Cabinet  and  far  ft. 

therefore  let  us  make  hafte.  £ Ex ,  Oiiv. 

Man.  ’Tis  mine  indeed  now  again,  and  it  ffiall  never  efcape  more  from 
me,  to  you  at  leaft. 


[The  door  broke  open ,  Enter  VerniSh  alone,  with  a  dark.  Lanthom  and  a  Sword, 
running  at  Manly  •,  who  draws ,  pats  by  the  thrufi,  and  defends  himfelf ,  wjhiPfi 
Fidelia  runs  at  Vernifh  behind. 


E'er.  So,  there  I’m  right  fur s - -  [With  a  low  voice. 

Man.  Softly.  Sword  and  dark  Lanthorn,  Villain,  are  fome  odds ;  but - * 

Vcr.  Odds  /  I’m  fure  1  find  more  odds  than  I  expedted  :  what,  has  my 
infatiable  two  Seconds  at  once?  but - - - -  [With  a  low  voice. 

[Whiift  they  fight  Olivia  re-enters,  tying  two  Curtains  together. 

Oliv.  Where  are  you  now  / — - what,  is  he  cntred  then,  and  are  they 

fighting  !  O  do  not  kill  one  that  can  make  no  defence.  £  Manly  throws  Ver- 
nifn  down,  and  di farms  him .]]  How  •'  but  1  think  he  has  the  better  op’t ;  here’s 
his  Scar  If,  ’tis  he.  So,  keep  him  down  frill  -*  I  hope  thou  haft  no  hurt,  my 
deareft  /  [Embracing  Manly. 

Enter  to  them  Freeman,  Lord  Plausible,  Novel,  Jerry  Black-acre,  and  the 
Widow  Blackacre,  lighted  in  by  the  two  Sailors  with  Torches. 

Ha!- - -what? - Many !  And  have  I  been  thus  concern’d  for  him,  em¬ 

bracing  him  •'  And  has  he  his  Jewels  again  too/  what  means  this?  O  ftis 
too  fure,  as  well  as  my  flume  •  which  i’ll  go  hide  forever. 

[Offers  to  go  out,  and  Maul  y  ft  ops  her, 
Man.  No,  my  deareft,  after  fo  much  kindnefs  as-  has  paft  between  us,  *i 
cannot  part  with  you  yet.  Freeman ,  let  no  body  flir  out  of  the  Room  *,  for 
notwithftanding  your  lights,  we  are  yet  in  the  dark,  till  this  Gentleman 

pleafe  to  turn  his  face - —  [Palls  Verniffi  by  the  fietve. 

How  !  Wernifi) !  Art  thou  the  happy  man  then  /  Thou  .'  Thou*'  fprak,  1  lay, 

but.thy  guilty  filence  tells  me  all-- - -well,  1  ffiall  not  upbraid  thee;  for 

M  '  *  my 
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my  wonder  is  ftriking  me  as  dumb,  as  thy  fhame  has  made  thee.  But  what? 
my  little  Volunteer  hurt,  and  fainting/ 

Fid.  My  wound.  Sir,  is  but  a  flight  one,  in  my  Arm:  ’tis  only  my  fear  of 
your  danger,  Sir,  not  yet  well  over. 

Man.  But  what’s  here  ?  more  ft  range  things  •'  [Obferving  Fidelia’.*  hair 
unty'd  behind ,  and  without  a  Peruke ,  which  jhe  lofi  in  the  [caffe. 
What  means  this  long  Womans  hair  '  and  face  .'  now  all  of  it  appears  too 
beautiful  for  a  Man  \  which  1  ftill  thought  Womanifti  indeed  /  whaf,  you 
have  not  deceiv’d  me  too,  my  little  Volunteer  ? 

Oliv.  Me  (he  has,  I’m  fure.  ^fide. 

Man.  Speak. 

Enter  Eitea,  and  Lettice. 

Eliz..  What,  Coufn,  1  am  brought  hither  by  your  Woman,  1  fuppofe,  to 
be  a  witnefs  of  the  fecond  vindication  of  your  Honour  ? 

Oliv.  Inflating  is  not  generous :  You  might  fpare  me,  I  have  you. 

Eliz..  Have  a  care,  Coufin,  you’d  coafefs  anon  too  much ;  and  i  wou’d  not 
have  your  fecrets. 

Alan.  Come,  your  blulhes  anfwer  me  fufficiently,  and  you  have  been  my 
Volunteer  in  love.  [To  Fidelia. 

Fid.  1  muffc  confefs,  I  needed  nocompulfion  to  follow  you  all  the  World 
over^  which  1  attempted  in  this  habit,  partly  out  of  fhame  to  own  my  love 
to  you,  and  fear  of  a  greater  fhame,  your  refufai  of  ic :  for  I  knew  of  your 
engagement  to  this  Lady,  and  the  constancy  of  your  nature  -y  which  nothing 
cou’a  have  alter’d,  but  her  fe If. 

Man .  Dear  Madam,  l  deflr’d  you  to  bring  me  out  of  confufion,  and  you 
have  given  me  more  :  I  know  not  what  co  fpeak  to  you,  or  how  to  look  upon 
you-,  the  fenfe  of  my  rough,  hard,  and  illufage  of  you,  (tho* chiefly  your 
own  fault)  gives  me  more  pain  now  ’tis  over,  than  you  had,  when  you  dif¬ 
fer’d  it :  and  if  my  heart,  the  refufai  of  fuch  a  Woman,  [Pointing  to  Olivia]] 
were  not  a  Sacrifice  to  prophane  your  love,  and  a  greater  wrong  to  you  than 
ever  yet  I  did  you-,  1  wou’d  beg  of  you  to  receive  it,  tho’ you  us’d  it,  as 
fhe  has  done  ^  for  tho  it  deferv7d  not  from  her  the  treatment  fhe  gave  it,  it 
does  from  you- 

Fid.  Then  it  has  had  punifhmcnt  fufficient  from  her  already,  and  needs  no 
more  from- me  j  and,  I  mufl  confefs,  1  woo’d  not  be  the  only  caufe  of  making 
you  break  your  lad  night  Oath  to  me,  of  never  parting  ~vith  me:  if  you 
do  not  forget,  or  repent  it. 

Man,  Then  take  for  ever  my  heart,  ah d  this  with  it  \  [Gives  her  the  Ca¬ 
binet^  for  ’iwas  given  to  you.  before,  and  my  heart  was  before  your  due  \  1 
only  beg  leave  to  difpofe  of  ihefe  few-— — Here,  Madam,  1  never  yet  left  my 
Wench  unpaid.  [Takes  fome  of  the  Jewels ,  and  offers  them  to  Olivia ;  fie 

fnkgs  }em  down :  Piaufible  and  Novel  take  *em  up. 

Giro.  So  it  feems  by  giving  her  the  Cabinet. 

L.  P Lou f  The  Pcndauss  appertain  to  your  mod  faithful  hurobk  Servant 

Nov.  And  this  Locket  is  mine  ^  my  earned:  for  love,  which  fhe  never, 
paid  :  therefore  my  own  again- 

Wid.  By  what  Law,  Sir,  pray?  Coufia  Olivia,  a  word :  What  do  they 

make 
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PROLOGUE. 

Pkuft-dcaling  is*  yorill  fay,  quite  out  of  fafhion 3 
Ton'll  hate  it  here,  as  hi  a  Dedication. 

And  your  faif  Neighbours,  in  a  Limning  Poet , 

No  mors  than  in  a  Painter  mil  allow  it. 

♦ 

PiStures  too  like,  the  Ladies  will  not  p/eaft  : 

They  mu  ft  he  drawn  too  here,  like  Goddeffes. 

Tom  as  at  Defy  5  too ,  woud  Truncheon  wield , 

■And  look  like  Heroes,  in  a  painted  Field  5 
But  the  com  ft  dauber  cf  the  coming  Scenes , 

Jo  follow  Lift,  and  Nature  only  means  : 

Di ft  lays  you,  as  you  are  :  makes  his  fine  Woman 
A  mercenary  Jilt y  and  true  to  no  Man  3 
fdis  Men  of  Wit,  and  pleafure  cf  the  Age, 

Are  as  dull  Rogues  as  ever  cumber  d  Stage  : 

He  draws  a  triend,  only  to  Cuftom  juft', 

. And  makes  him  naturally  break  his  truft. 

1,  only,  all  a  Part  like  none  of  you  3 
And  yet ,  youll  fay,  it  is  a  Fools  Part  too  : 

An  hone  ft  Man',  who ,  like  you,  never  winky 
At  faults  3  but  unhide  you,  fteaky  what  he  thinks: 

The  only  Fool  who  nere  found  Patron  yet  3 
For  Truth  is  now  a  fault,  as  well  as  Wit. 

And  where  elft,  but  on  Stages  do  we  fee 
1  ruth  p leafing,  or  rewarded  Honefty  ? 

Which  our  bold  Poet  does  this  day  in  me. 

If  not  to  t!)  Hone  ft ,  be  to  tU  profperous  kind, 

Some  Friends  at  Court  let  the  PLAIN-DEALER  find 
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make  a  feifure  on  your  Goods  and  Chattels,  vi  &  arms  ?  Make  your  demand, 

I  fay,  and  bring  your  Trover.  I’ll  follow  the  Law  for  you. 

Oliv.  And  I  my  Revenge.  t  v  {Exit  Oliv. 

Mari,  to  for.  But  ’eis  my  Friend,  in  your  confideration  moft,  Efaat  I  won’d 
have  rerurn’d  part  of  your  Wife’s  portion  ;  for  ’twere  hard  to  take  all  from 
thee,  fince  than  haft  paid  fo  dearfor’t,  in  being.fucha  Rafcal:  yet  thy 
Wife  is  a  Fortune  without  a  Portion  ;  and  thou  art  a  man  of  that  extraor¬ 
dinary  merit  in  Villany,  the  World  and  Fortune  can  never  defer!  thee,  tho’ 
I  do;  therefore  be  not  melancholy.  Fare  you  well.  Sir.  {Ex.  Vernift  dwgedly: 
Now,  Madam,  I  beg  your  pardon,  {Turning  to  Fidelia]  for  ieifening  the 
Prefent  I  made  you  ?  but  my  heart  can  never  be  leflen'd  :  this  I  confds 
was  too  final l  for  you  before*,  for  you  deferve  the  Indian  World;  and  I 
wou’d  now  go  thither  out  of  covetoufnefs  for  your  fake  only. 

Fid.  Your  heart,  Sir,  is  a  Prefent  of  that  value,  l  can  never  make  any  re¬ 
turn  to’t  {Pulling  Manly  from  the  Company"]  but  1  can  give  you  back  fucb  a 
Prefent  as  this,  which  1  got  by  the  lofs  of  my  Father,  a  Gentleman  of  the 
North,  of  no  mean  Extraction,  whofe  only  Child  I  was,  therefore  left  me 
iu  the  prefent  potfefiion  of  Two  thoufand  Pounds  a  Year;  which  I  left 
with  multitudes  of  Pretenders,  to  follow  you.  Sir;  having  in  feveral  pobl 
lick  places  feen  you,  and  obfervM  your  aft  ions  throughly,  with  admiration 
when  you  were  too  much  in  love  to  take  notice  of  mine,  which  yet  was  but 
too  vifible.  The  name  of  my  Family  h  Greyy  my  other  Fidelia.:  the  reft 
of  my  Story  you  fhall  know  when  1  have.' fewer  Auditors. 

Man.  Nay,  now.  Madam,  you  have  taken  from  me  all  power  of  making 
you  any  complement  on  my  part ;  for  I  was  going  to  tell  you,  that  for  your 
fake  only,  I  wou’d '  quit  the  unknown  plea  fur  e  of  retirement?  and  rather 
ftay  in  this  iU  World  of  oars  ftil),  thoT  odious  to  me,  than  give  you  more- 
frights  again  at  Sea,  and  make  again  too  great  2  venture  there,  in  yon  alooei 
But  if  I  (hou’d  tell  you  now  all  this,  and  that  your  virtue (hnce  greater  than 
1  thought  any  was  in  the  World)  had  now  reconcil’d  me  to’t,  my  Friend 
here  wou’d  fay,  ’cis  your  Eftate  that  has  made  me  Friends  with  the  World. 

Free.  I  muft  confefs,  I  fhoti’d ;  for  1  thank  raoft  of  out  quarrels  to  then 
World,  are  juft  fuch  as  we  have  to  a  handiome*  Women  :  only  becanfe  we 
cannot  enjoy  her,  as  we  woo’d  do. 

Man.  Nay,  if  thou  art  a  Plain-dealer  too,  give  me  thy  hand  ;  for  now  Hf 
fay,  l  am  thy  Friend  indeed :  And  tor  your  fakes,  tho’  f  have  fasesTo -lately' 1 
deceiv’d  in  Friends  of  both  Sexes  ; 

I  will  believe  there  are  now  in  the.  World 
Good  natudd  Friends ,  who  are  not  Projirtutet 
And  handfome  Women  worthy  to  be  Friends : 

Yet,  for  my  fak$}  let  no  one  exre  confide 

In  1  ears ,  Or  Oaths ,  in  Love,  or  Friend  marfd.  f  Exam  ewes 

F  1  N  I  &. 
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EPILOGUH,  Spoken  by  the  Widow  Blackac 

you  the  Judges  learned  in  Stage-Laws , 

Our  Poet  new,  by  me,  fubmits  his  Caufe 5 


For  with  young  Judges,  fuch  as  mofl  of  you. 

The,  Men  by  Women  heft  their  bujinejs  dp: 

And,  truth  on  i  is,  if  you  did  no.  Jit  here, 

To  feep  for  us  a  Term  throughout  the  Tear, 

We  con  d  not  live  by  V  f  ongues  :  nay,  but  for  you , 
OutX hambsr-prablice  wou  d  be  little  too. 

And  Jis  not  only  the  Stag,  -pr 4 olifer 
Who,  by  your  meeting,  gusher  living  her  eg 
For ,  as  in  Hall  of  Weftmmfler, 

Sleek  S  em/1  refs  vents ,  amid  ft  the  Courts,  her  Ware: 
So,  while  we  haul,  and  you  in  Judgment  fit. 

The  Vi  for -Mask  foils  linnen  too  ltd  Pit . 

0  many  of  your  Friends,  bejides  us  here , 

Vo  live  by  putting  off  their  fevral  Ware . 

Here's  daily  done  the  great  Affair  otU  Nation: 
Let  Love  and  us  then ,  ?iere  have  Long-vacation. 
But  hold 5  lif<e  other  Pleaders ,  1  have  done 
Not  my  poor  Client  s  buftnefs,  but  my  own. 

Spare  me  a  word  then,  now,  for  him.  .  Fv ft  know. 
Squirts  of  the  Long  Robe ,  he  does  humbly  flow 
He  has  a  juft  Right  in  abuftmg  you ■ 

Becaufe  he  is  a  i3rother-Tempfar  too  :  . 

For  at  the  Bar,  you  railly  one  another  5 

Nay  bool  and  Knave ,  is  fw allow  d  from  a  Brother: 

If  not  the  Port  here,  the  Templar  (pare  • 

And  maul  him,  when  you  catch  him  at  the  Bar. 
From  you ,  cur  common  niodijh  Cenfurers, 
lour  Favour,  not  your  judgment,  Lis  he  fears  \ 

Of  all  Loves  begs  you  then  to  Rail,  find  fault : 
For  Plays,  like  Women,  by  the  World  are  thought 
( When  you  (peak /find ly  of  5 'em)  very  naught. 
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